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INTRODUCTION. 


My  Dear  Public  :  — 

I  write  about  the  girls  because  I  wish  to, 
and  because,  after  a  good  deal  of  self-exam¬ 
ination,  I  candidly  believe  I  have  something 
to  say  about  them. 

I  have  always  been  deeply  interested  in  the 
girls ;  when  a  youngster  nothing  so  fascinated 
me ;  and,  as  I  turn  the  corner,  to  go  with 
the  old  folks,  I  can’t  see  that  my  interest  in 
girls  is  a  whit  less  earnest. 

When  I  was  occupied  with  the  practice  of 
my  profession,  my  interest  in  the  girls  was  so 
well-known,  that  I  had  an  unusual  number 
among  my  patients.  During  £he  years  of  my 

public  lecturing,  half,  at  least,  of  my  audien- 
A* 
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ces  were  composed  exclusively  of  girls  and 
women.  When  I  established  the  school  at 
Lexington,  it  was  a  school  for  girls,  and,  dur¬ 
ing  four  years,  I  lived  in  the  midst  of  a  large 
family  of  fine  girls.  It  was  a  sweet,  a  de¬ 
lightful  experience. 

My  hopes  of  the  future  rest  upon  the  girls. 
My  patriotism  clings  to  the  girls.  I  believe 
America's  future  pivots  on  this  great  woman 
revolution. 

I  am  not  a  Yankee,  but  I  believe  in  Yan¬ 
kees.  This  first  great  success  in  self-govern¬ 
ment,  is  a  success,  because  guided  by  Yankee 
brains.  I  tremble  lest  the  rudder  should  fall 
to  hands,  which,  in  other  lands,  have  been 
found  utterly  incompetent.  The  Yankee  brain 
has  realized  the  brightest  hopes  of  the  politi¬ 
cal  seer.  The  United  States  Government  must 
not,  cannot  part  with  its  wise,  prudent  helms¬ 
man. 

Is  it  not  an  alarming  fact,  that,  among  Yan- 
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kees,  marriage  is  becoming  unfashionable,  and 
children  still  more  unfashionable  ;  that,  among 
the  very  few  children  born,  so  many  die  in 
infancy ;  and  still  again,  that,  among  the  very 
small  number  who  escape  the  perils  of  child¬ 
hood,  so  small  a  proportion  are  endowed  with 
that  vigorous  health  on  which  alone  can  be 
planted  a  vigorous  manhood.  I  am  so  sure 
that  I  know  where  the  trouble  lies,  and  so 
strong  is  my  confidence  that  I  can  contrib¬ 
ute  something  toward  its  removal,  I  cannot 
refrain  from  speaking.  May  the  Good  Father 
help  me  to  write  in  a  truly  father-spirit  to 
those  dear,  beautiful  girls,  upon  whom  we  are 
all  so  dependent  for  present  happiness,  and 
upon  whom  the  future  America  must  rest. 

And  if  any  thought  shall  appear  in  this 
volume  worthy  their  attention,  may  they  listen, 
think,  act. 

I  have  discussed  many  health  topics,  but  this 
work,  addressed  to  the  girls  of  America,  I 
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shall  fill  with  my  whole  heart,  and  send  out, 
with  a  yearning  for  its  success,  which  I  have 
felt  in  connection  with  no  other  literary  ven¬ 
ture 
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GIRLS’  BOOTS  AND  SHOES. 


One  evening,  at  Lexington,  I  was  discussing 
before  the  assembled  school  the  subject  of  shoes 
for  women,  and  had  been  remarking  that  the 
soles  were  uniformly  too  narrow,  when  Miss  B. 
spoke  up : — 

“  Why,  Doctor,  my  soles  are  perfectly  im¬ 
mense.  Why,  they  are  twice  as  broad  as  my 
foot.” 

“Miss  B.,  will  you  be  kind  enough  to  take 
off  one  of  your  shoes,  and  send  it  forward?” 
It  was  cheerfully  and  quickly  done. 

“Henry,  please  bring  the  rule?  Now  we 
will  measure  this  sole. 

“Miss  B.,  I  find  this  sole  is  two  and  one- 
half  inches  wide  ;  do  you  think  your  foot  is 
narrower  than  that?” 
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“  Oh  !  a  great  deal.  That  shoe  sole  is  twice 
as  wide  as  my  foot.” 

“Miss  B.,  will  you  please  come  to  the  plat¬ 
form  a  moment?”  So,  limping  along,  one  shoe 
off  and  one  shoe  on,  she  presented  herself. 

“Miss  B.,  will  you  be  kind  enough  to  put 
your  foot  upon  that  sheet  of  white  paper  ?  Now 
hold  up  the  other  foot,  and  let  your  full  weight 
press  upon  this  one.  There,  now,  hold  still  a 
minute,  and  let  me  draw  the  pencil  around 
your  foot.  There,  that  will  do.  Now  we  will 
measure  this  mark,  and  see  just  how  broad 
your  foot  is.  Why,  Miss  B.,  I  find  that  your 
foot  is  three  inches  and  three-quarters  broad  ; 

—  no,  stop,  it  is  three  inches  and  seven-eighths  ; 

—  no,  stop  again,  it  really  is  four  inches  broad. 
Now  what  do  you  think?  You  may  take  the 
rule  and  measure  yourself  if  you  doubt  it. 
The  sole  is  two  inches  and  a  half,  and  your 
foot  is  four  inches  broad !  ” 

“  But,  Doctor,  it  is  four  inches  broad  only 
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when  it  is  spread  out  by  standing  my  whole 
weight  on  this  one  foot.” 

“Yes,  Miss  B.,  but  that  is  exactly  what 
takes  place  every  time  you  step.  For  exam¬ 
ple,  when,  in  walking,  you  lift  up  the  right 
foot  and  push  it  forward,  your  whole  weight 
is  not  only  on  the  left  foot,  but,  pushing  with 
the  left  foot  in  propelling  the  body  forward, 
you  have,  in  addition  to  your  weight  upon  that 
foot,  the  effort  of  pushing  forward  with  it, 
which  makes  the  toes  still  broader,  and  that 
takes  place  every  time  you  step.  So  I  pre¬ 
sume  when  you  are  walking  briskly,  that  if 
your  foot  were  at  liberty  to  spread,  it  would 
reach  four  inches  and  a  quarter. 

“This  shoe  sole,  which  you  think  is  im¬ 
mense,  is  two  inches  and  a  half  wide.  Now 
what  do  you  suppose  becomes  of  the  inch  and 
a  half  of  foot  which  has  no  sole  to  rest  upon? 
Either  the  upper  leather  holds  the  foot,  and 
prevents  its  spreading,  or  the  foot  spreads  on 
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either  side  beyond  the  sole,  and  presses  down 
upon  the  edge  of  the  sole. 

“Very  few  girls  walk  in  a  firm,  strong 
way.  Notice  one.  You  can  see  that  she  is 
balancing  upon  a  narrow  sole.  There  is  an 
unsteadiness,  a  sidewise  vibration.  Besides,  as 
she  has  not  breadth  of  toe  enough,  she  can¬ 
not  push  her  body  forward  in  that  elastic  way 
which  we  all  so  much  admire. 

“Again,  the  pressure  of  the  upper  leather 
checks  the  circulation  in  the  foot  and  makes 
it  cold.  If  you  check  the  circulation  in  any 
part,  it  becomes  cold.  The  tight  shoes,  with 
an  elastic  worn  about  the  leg  just  below  the 
knee,  so  check  the  circulation  in  the  foot, 
that  the  great  majority  of  girls  have  cold  feet. 
It  would,  indeed,  be  rare  to  find  one  with 
warm  feet  like  a  boy.” 

Miss  B.  took  her  shoe  and  limped  back  to 
her  seat  quite  crest-fallen.  Now  a  dozen  girls 
eagerly  put  up  their  hands. 
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Selecting  one,  Miss  R.,  I  said,  “What  do 
you  wish?’* 

“My  shoe  is  broader  than  my  foot.” 

“Well,  send  it  forward  and  let  me  meas¬ 
ure  it.” 

I  found  it  two  and  a  half  inches,  or,  per¬ 
haps,  a  shade  less. 

“  Come,  stand  on  the  paper  and  let  me 
measure  your  foot.” 

I  found  it  fully  three  and  three  quarter 
inches  ;  one  inch  and  a  quarter  of  foot  with 
nothing  to  rest  upon. 

Six  or  eight  other  girls  insisted  on  having 
their  shoes  and  feet  measured,  but  among 
them  all  we  did  not  find  one  that  had  less 
than  an  inch  and  a  quarter  of  foot  not 
matched  by  the  sole. 

Miss  S.,  a  quiet,  earnest  girl,  who  was 
always  on  the  qui  vive  for  the  ought  of  life, 
rose  and  said  :  — 

“  I  have  always  thought  that  shoes  should 
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have  broad  soles,  and  I  have  tried  for  years 
to  induce  my  shoemaker  to  give  me  broad 
soles.  lie  always  says  he  will,  but  he  never 
does.  How  can;  a  young  lady  get  broad  soles 
if  the  shoemaker  won’t  make  them?  I  am 
sure  I  should  be  glad  to  have  mine  as  broad 
as  the  widest  spread  of  my  foot,  but  I  can¬ 
not  get  them.” 

SURE  WAY  TO  GET  BROAD  SOLES. 

‘‘Miss  S.,  if  I  will  tell  you  how  to  iiduce 
your  shoemaker  to  make  the  soles  of  your 
shoes  as  broad  as  your  feet,  will  you  try  it?” 

“  I  will,  and  should  be  very  thankful  for 
the  suggestion.” 

“Go  to  him  and  say,  ‘  Mr.  Smith,  please 
let  me  put  my  foot  on  a  sheet  of  paper,  rest¬ 
ing  my  whole  weight  upon  one  foot,  and  then, 
if  you  please,  mark  around  it  with  your  pen¬ 
cil.’ 

“  Of  course  he  will  do  it  very  cheerfully. 
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Indeed,  for  some  purpose,  which  I  am  sure 
no  man  can  explain,  shoemakers  are  quite  in 
the  habit  of  taking  the  size  and  shape  of  the 
foot.  I  am  sure  I  never  saw  any  evidence 
that  they  paid  the  slightest  attention  to  it  in 
making  the  shoes. 

“Then  say  to  Mr.  Smith,  ‘Please  meas¬ 
ure  that  and  tell  me  just  how  wide  it  is.’ 

“  Mr.  Smith  measures.  You  look  on.  He 
finds  that  the  width  is  exactly  three  inches 
and  seven-eighths. 

“‘But/  he  will  say,  ‘Miss  S.,  what  is  all 
this  for?’ 

“‘No  matter.  Now,  Mr. .  Smith,  will  you 
please  to  make  the  soles  of  this  pair  as  broad 
as  my  feet  ?  ’ 

“  ‘  Certainly,  Miss  S.,  I  will  make  them  all 
nice  and  broad.’ 

“  ‘  Mr.  Smith,  please  make  the  soles  as  broad 
as  my  feet  this  time.’ 

“  ‘  Why,  certainly,  Miss,  what  is  the  trou 
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ble?  I  will  give  them  to  you  real  nice  and 
wide.’ 

“‘You  always  tell  me  so;  but  when  they 
come  home,  they  are  always  those  little  nar¬ 
row  ones.’ 

“‘Miss  S.,  you  shouldn’t  say  so.  I  always 
make  the  soles  of  my  shoes  very  broad.  It 
will  be  all  right.  You  needn’t  worry  about 
that.’ 

“  ‘  Well,  Mr.  Smith,  you  need  not  send 
these  shoes  to  me ;  I  will  come  for  them. 
The  width  of  my  foot  is  three  inches  and 
seven -eighths.  Very  well ;  when  I  come  for 
these  shoes,  I  shall  measure  the  width  of  the 
soles ;  if  they  are  one-eighth  of  an  inch  less 
than  three  inches  and  seven-eighths,  I  will  not 
touch  them.’ 

“  That  struggle  is  all  over.  Mr.  Smith 
will,  for  the  first  time  in  his  life,  keep  his 
broad-sole  promise.” 
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BEAUTY  OF  BROAD  SOLES. 

I 

4  Besides  the  advantages  I  have  named, 
broad  soles  are  much  handsomer  than  narrow 
ones.  They  make  the  foot  look  smaller.  If 
one  puts  his  foot  into  a  shoe  too  short,  and 
too  narrow,  and  the  toes  and  sides  of  the  foot 
press  out  all  around  over  the  sole,  it  makes 
the  foot  look  big ;  but  if  the  sole  be  large 
enough  to  let  the  foot  rest  in  its  natural  rela¬ 
tions,  it  looks  much  smaller.  We  men  wear 
boots,  often,  with  broad  soles  that  project  well 
on  both  sides.  Such  hoots  are  thought  to  be 
particularly  stylish. 

ECONOMY  OF  WIDE  SOLES. 

“Another  advantage  may  he  mentioned  for 
the  benefit  of  those  "who  study  economy.  Such 
shoes  will  not  only  keep  in  shape,  hut  they 
will  last  two  or  three  times  as  long  as  those 
with  narrow  soles.  The  uppers,  not  being 
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stretched,  as  they  are  with  narrow  soles,  will, 
if  of  good  stock,  almost  never  wear  out,  while 
the  soles  will  remain  square  and  even. 

“  I  have  spoken  of  the  advantage  of  a 
greatly  improved  circulation,  which  would  re¬ 
sult  from  the  introduction  of  the  wide  soles. 
I  may  add  that  the  change  which  would  at 
once  appear  in  the  manner  of  walking,  would 
strike  every  beholder. 

THICKNESS  OF  THE  SOLES. 

“  The  soles  of  girls’  boots  and  shoes  should 
be  thick.  They  are  not  always  to  remain  up¬ 
on  carpets,  but  they  must  go  out  doors  and 
walk  on  the  ground. 

“  Some  people  seem,  somehow,  to  suppose 
that  girls  do  not  really  step  on  the  ground, 
but  that,  in  some  sort  of  spiritual  way,  they 
pass  along  just  above  the  damp,  unclean  earth. 
But,  as  a  matter  of  fact,  girls  do  step  on  the 
ground  just  like  boys.  I  have  frequently 
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walked  behind  them  to  test  this  point,  and 
have  noticed  that  when  the  ground  is  soft, 
they  make  tracks,  and  thus  demonstrate  the 
existence  of  an  actual,  material  body. 

“Now,  while  this  is  the  case,  and  while  it 
is  indispensable  to  their  health  that  they  go 
much  in  the  open  air,  they  must  have  thick 
soles.  Let  these  be  made  of  the  hardest  and 
most  impervious  leather.  It  is  well,  in  addi¬ 
tion,  during  eight  months  of  the  year,  to  have 
the  bottoms  of  the  soles  covered  either  with 
a  sheet  of  rubber,  or  simply  covered  with  a 
spreading  of  some  of  the  liquid  rubber,  which 
will  remain  two  or  three  weeks,  and  protect 
the  sole  from  dampness. 

OF  WHAT  SHALL  THE  UPPERS  OF  GIRLS’  BOOTS  BE 
COMPOSED  ? 

“  During  the  cold  and  damp  months  they 
should  be  made  of  thick,  solid  leather.  No 
matter  about  the  name ;  some  calfskin  is  very 
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thin,  while  morocco  is  often  very  thick.  Dur¬ 
ing  the  warm  season  they  may  wear  for  up¬ 
pers  prunella,  or  other  cloth.” 

This  much  was  spoken  to  my  girls.  I 
might  leave  the  shape  and  width  of  the  heel 
to  the  intelligence  of  the  reader ;  but  as  the 
most  preposterous  heels  have  been  recently  in 
troduced,  it  is  perhaps  judicious  to  point  out 
the  physiological  mischief.  The  heels  of  the 
fashionable  ladies’  shoes  at  the  present  moment 

—  quarter  past  three,  P.  M.,  August  4th.  1870, 

—  are  two  inches  high,  and  at  the  bottom 
not  larger  than  an  old-fashioned  silver  quarter 
of  a  dollar,  if  anybody  can  remember  how 
large  that  was. 

Need  it  be  argued  that  this  absurd  fashion 
weakens  the  ankle,  and  jams  the  toes  into  the 
sharp  points  of  the  boots? 

If  a  woman  were  to  walk  as  much  as  her 
health  requires,  with  those  most  unphysiolog- 
ical  heels,  her  feet  would  soon  be  crippled. 
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The  ankle,  the  heel,  the  arch  of  the  foot  and 
the  toes  must  all  suffer.  It  need  hardly  be 
said  that  heels  should  -be  broad,  long  and  low. 
The  great  advantage  in  elasticity  and  firm¬ 
ness  which  would  come  at  once  in  the  man¬ 
ner  of, walking,  would,  even  as  to  stylish¬ 
ness,  more  than  compensate  for  the  absence  of 
the  fashionable  Shanghai  heels. 

SHOULD  THE  SHOE  SUPPORT  THE  ANKLE? 

Shoes  of  a  peculiar  structure  have  been  em¬ 
ployed  to  support  the  ankle.  Medical  men 
have  e^<en  advised  the  introduction  of  brass,  or 
other  metallic  straps,  to  be  laced  in  the  shoe 
about  the  ankle,  to  give  support  in  walking. 
The  ordinary  shoe  is  made  so  as  to  fit  the 
ankle  very  closely,  under  the  impression  that 
thereby  the  ankle  is  supported.  This  is  an 
error.  If  the  ankles  were  to  be  used  but  a 
day  or  a  week,  such  support  might  ser/e; 

but  as  no  one  intends  to  rely  permanently 
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upon  such  artificial  support,  and  as  any  pros 
sure  checks  the  circulation  and  the  develop¬ 
ment  of  the  parts,  so  q,  lacing  to  the  ankle, 
as  a  lacing  about  the  chest,  may  feel  com¬ 
fortable  and  give  a  sense  of  support  for  the 
time  being,  but,  in  either  case,  will,  in  the 
long  run,  only  produce  absorption  and  weak¬ 
ness.  The  ankle  joint  should  be  left  entirely 
without  ligature,  without  any  pressure,  and  by 
exercise  be  developed  into  a  self-supporting 
institution. 

If  this  were  the  place,  I  would  give  special 
directions  for  bathing  the  ankle  joints  in  cold 
water,  morning  and  evening,  and  rubbing  them 
hard  with  the  naked  hands,  if  they  are  weak 
and  need  special  support. 

RUBBER  BOOTS  AND  SHOES. 

On  the  subject  of  rubber  boots  and  shoes 
much  has  been  said,  and  well  said.  There 
can  be  no  doubt  that  india-rubber  boots  are 
mischievous ;  but  I  have  at  length  reached 
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the  conclusion  that  the  injury  is  less  than  the 
constant  in-door  life  among  girls  and  women 
which  would  result  from  an  abandonment  of 
the  rubber  protections.  The  prejudice  against 
such  leather  boots  as  would,  alone,  prove  ade¬ 
quate  to  our  climate,  is  so  determined,  that 
I  think  it  my  duty,  in  discussing  the  subject 
of  shoes  for  girls,  to  advise  that,  in  this  cli¬ 
mate,  every  girl  should  have  a  pair  of  india- 
rubber  over-shoes,  of  the  arctic  or  sandal  pat¬ 
tern,  and  a  pair  of  large-sized,  long-legged 
rubber  boots  for  the  roughest  weather. 

They  should  never  be  worn  except  when 
the  streets  are  in  a  condition  absolutely  re¬ 
quiring  them,  and  should  not  be  kept  on, 
in  the  house.  If  these  rules  be  carefully  ob¬ 
served,  and,  during  the  season  of  the  year 
when  rubbers  are  worn,  the  feet  are  frequently 
washed  in  cold  water,  and  rubbed  hard  with 
rough  towels,  hair  gloves  and  the  naked  hand, 
they  may  be  protected  against  the  injurious 
influence  of  the  rubber  boots  and  shoes. 


28 


OUR  GIRLS. 


HOW  GIRLS  SHOULD  WALK. 

A  good  many  years  ago,  —  let  me  look  in 
the  glass  again,  —  never  use  hair  dye,  —  yes, 
a  gnat  many  years  ago,  I  was  studying  my 
profession  in  a  medical  office  with  several  other 
students.  Just  below  stood  a  book-bindery, 
and  a  little  above,  the  residence  of  a  poor 
widow.  A  girl  of  twenty  years  passed  back¬ 
ward  and  forward,  from  one  to  the  other,  sev¬ 
eral  times  a  day.  Very  rarely  did  she  pass 
our  office  without  one  or  more  of  us  observing 
her.  Very  natural,  you  say.  But  you  don’t 
understand  me.  She  was  not  a  handsome  girl. 
Her  dress  was  of  the  plainest  calico,  and,  I 
suppose  on  account  of  her  occupation,  it  was 
not  always  clean.  But,  nevertheless,  she  was 
one  of  our  staple  attractions. 
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Our  office  was  on  the  main  street,  and  above 
us  weie  the  residences  of  the  rich.  Hundreds 
of  girls  with  handsome  faces  and  rich  dresses 
passed  every  day,  but  we  were  not  on  the 
lookout  for  them.  It  was  only  the  book-bind¬ 
ing  girl  that  drew  us  to  the  window. 

One  of  our  fellows  would  cry  out,  “Here 
she  goes.  Come  quick,  John;  quick,  Henry.” 

Curious,  wasn’t  it? 

And  what  do  you  suppose  so  excited  our 
interest  ? 

She  walked  well !  Ah !  I  can  see  her  now ! 
What  a  queen ! 

Queenly,  \ve  exclaim,  with  reference  to  a 
certain  manner  of  walking.  *  We  never  say 
queenly  mouth,  or  queenly  eyes,  or  queenly 
nose.  The  word  is  applied  only  to  a  certain 
sfyle  of  personal  carriage.  When  we  see  a 
woman  pass,  carrying  her  head  and  shoulders 
in  a  peculiar  way,  stepping  off  in  a  grand, 
elastic  style,  the  word  queenly  leaps  to  every  lip. 
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Our  book-binding  girl  was  a  Methodist ;  and 
I  do  not  mind  telling  you  that  I  used  to  go 
to  the  Methodist  church  pretty  often,  md 
always  sat  in  the  gallery,  that  I  might  see 
her  come  in  and  go  out.  She  frequented  a 
little  social  organization,  in  which  young  men 
and  women  assembled  for  conversation,  read¬ 
ing,  singing,  etc.  I  joined,  although  there 
was  no  other  attraction  than  our  queen. 

You  may  think  it  very  strange,  but  I  was 
never  introduced  to  her ;  I  never  spoke  with 
her.  Indeed,  I  carefully  avoided  a  personal 
acquaintance,  lest  a  lack  of  intelligence  and 
sentiment  might  break  the  charm  of  her  peer¬ 
less  bearing.  I  think  that  nothing  in  any 
woman  has  ever  more  deeply  impressed  my 
imagination  than  that  young  woman’s  splen¬ 
did  mien. 

ANOTHER  WOMAN  WHO  WALKED  WELL. 

Calling  upon  a  legal  friend  in  a  western 
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city  about  twenty  years  ago,  he  asked  me, 
while  we  were  sitting  at  his  front  window,  — 

“Have  you  ever  seen  Mrs.  W - e?” 

“No.  Who  is  she?  what  is  she?"’ 

“  She  is  a  remarkable  woman.” 

“Actress?” 

“No.”  / 

“Singer?”  , 

“  No.” 

“  Authoress  ?  ” 

“"No.” 

“  Well,  do  tell  me  what  she  is  remarkable 
for.” 

“  Oh,  she  walks  well.” 

“And  is  it  so  rare  for  a  woman  to  walk 
well,  in  your  city,  that  one  who  does,  becomes 
famous?  ” 

“Ah,  but  when  you  see  her  walk,  you 
won’t  ask  that  question.  She  walks  splen¬ 
didly  ;  and  what  is  very  wonderful,  she  knows 
it ;  and,  knowing  it,  what  is  perhaps  still 


32 


OUR  GIRLS. 


more  wonderful,  she  walks  a  great  deal.  She 
generally  goes  down  town  about  this  time.  If 
we  keep  watch,  we  shall  see  her.” 

In  a  few  minutes  he  exclaimed,  “There  she 
goes,  there  she  goes!” 

“  Indeed,  and  that  is  your  wonderful  Mrs. 

W - e?  She  don’t  handsome  much.  Eyes 

sunken,  complexion  dark,  nose  —  well,  her 
nose  is  preposterous,  mouth  coarse,  —  but,  she 
does,  yes,  she  does  walk  splendidly.”  1 
pushed  out  my  head  and  watched  her  as  she 
went  down  the  street. 

STILL  ANOTHER  WOMAN  WHO  WALKED  WELL. 

We  arrived  at  the  Morley  House  about  two 
o’clock  in  the  afternoon.  It  was  my  first 
visit  to  London.  While  in  the  dining-room, 
I  made  one  of  those  table  acquaintances  so 
common  among  travellers. 

He  asked :  — 

“  Shall  you  visit  one  of  the  theatres  this 
evening?  ” 
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“  X  hadn’t  thought  of  it ;  what  is  there 
worth  seeing?”  * 

“  Have  you  ever  seen  Mrs.  Charles  Kean, 
Ellen  Tree  that  was?” 

“No.” 

“Well,  you’d  better  go  and  see  her.  She 
is  the  finest  walker  I  ever  saw.” 

“  Glad  you  mentioned  it.  I  shall  certainly 

go” 

It  was  one  of  Shakspeare’s  plays.  When 
Mrs.  Kean  came  in,  she  walked  across  the 
stage  two  or  three  times  before  uttering  a 
word.  I  never  saw  anything  so  perfectly 
grand !  The  play  had  then  run  a  hundred 
and  fifty  nights.  I  afterward  met  several  per¬ 
sons  who  had  witnessed  it  more  than  twenty 
nights,  and  most  of  them  mentioned  Mrs. 
Kean’s  walking,  as  the  great  attraction. 

Girls,  the  Creator  has  not  made  you  all 
handsome.  He  has  not  given  you  all  fine 
faces,  or  noble  proportions ;  but  He  has  given 
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every  one  of  you  the  capacity  to  learn  to 
walk  well. 

Why,  even  a  little  woman,  weighing  but  a 
hundred  pounds,  can  make  herself  grand  by  a 
curtain  style  of  walking. 

How  any  of  you  who  desire  to  appear  well, 
to  make  a  fine  impression,  can  consent  to 
crawl  about,  poking  your  chins  out,  shoulder- 
blades  sticking  out,  and  wiggling  yourself 
along  in  that  stubby,  stumbling  way,  amazes 
me. 

Why,  girls,  if  you  were  to  give  one-twen¬ 
tieth  part  as  much  time  to  learning  to  walk, 
as  you  give  to  the  piano,  you  would  add  im¬ 
mensely  to  your  attractions.  Everybody  plays 
the  piano.  It  really  is  refreshing  to  meet  one 
who  says,  “  I  have  never  learned  to  play.” 
Why  not  a  few  of  you,  instead  of  sitting  four 
hours  a  day  on  piano  stools,  weakening  and 
distorting  your  spines ;  why  not  just  a  few 
of  you,  by  way  of  variety,  cultivate  this 
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beautiful,  elastic,  queenly  manner  of  walking?  « 
You  have  no  idea  how,  to  use  a  Yankee 
phrase,  “it  would  pay,”  as  an  attraction. 

RULES  FOR  FINE  WALKING. 

There  are  certain  prerequisites. 

First ,  you  must  have  low,  wide  heels,  and 
broad  soles,  especially  about  the  toes,  afford 
ing  a  secure  surface,  upon  which,  in  taking 
each  step,  you  can  push  the  body  forward. 

Second ,  the  body  about  the  waist  must  be 
perfectly  at  liberty.  The  corset  is  a  deadly 
enemy  to  fine  walking. 

But  given  perfect  freedom  at  the  middle  of 
the  body,  through  which  all  the  movements  in 
walking  must  pass,  —  given  this  freedom  of 
the  trunk,  with  good  shoes,  and  you  have 
the  prerequisites  on  which  this  general  exer¬ 
cise  of  the  body  depends. 

Suppose,  instead  of  a  free  body,  that  you 
press  a  corset  into  the  pit  of  the  stomach, 
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and  press  it  in  so  as  to  make  a  scoop-shovel 
dip  in  that  part  of  the  body,  of  ^course  you 
draw  the  shoulders  forward,  and  push  the  bow¬ 
els  down  out  of  their  natural  place.  Then 
you  walk  like  a  deformed  person. 

With  liberty  of  feet  and  liberty  of  body, 
you  are  ready  to  take  your  first  lesson. 

I  once  read  a  book  about  walking.  It  was 
a  French  book,  and,  if  I  remember  right,  it 
contained  about  one  hundred  and  twenty  pages. 
In  it  the  most  elaborate  directions  were  given. 
We  were  told  how  to  hold  our  heels  and  toes, 
what  part  of  the  foot  to  bring  down  first, 
how,  when  the  foot  had  been  brought  down, 
it  was  to  be  moved  during  the  step,  just  whitt 
angle  must  be  maintained  between  the  two 
feet,  the  style  of  movement  in  the  ankle  it¬ 
self,  management  of  the  knees,  the  hips,  the 
shoulders,  the  head,  the  arms,  the  hands,  the 
thumbs,  —  the  position  of  the  thumbs  was  the 
feubject  of  several  pages. 
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X  have  sometimes  thought  that  I  would  write 
a  book  on  walking.  I  am  sure  I  can  write 
a  better  one  than  that  French  book,  and  my 
book  would  contain  only  four  words.  Let  us 
see,  we  must  have  two  leaves,  and  each  leaf 
must  be  as  large  as  your  thumb  nail.  We 
have  four  pages. 

Now  we  will  proceed  to  print  this  book. 
On  the  first  page  we  will  print  one  single 
word,  “chin”  ;  on  the  second  a  single  word, 
“close”  ;  on  the  third  page,  “to”  ;  now  we 
approach  the  end  of  the  volume ;  turn  over, 
and  on  the  last  page  we  print  the  word  “neck.” 

The  volume  is  complete.  No  explanatory 
notes  need  be  given,  not  another  word  need 
be  said.  Whoever  carries  the  “  chin  close  to 
neck  ”  is  all  right  from  top  to  toe,  and  will 
walk  well.  Strange  to  say,  the  chin  is  the 
pivot  on  which  the  whole  body  turns  in  walk¬ 
ing. 

“  Miss  Howard,  please  stand  here  before  us. 
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Now  push  jour  chin  forward  after  the  mantlet 
of  most  girls  in  walking.  There,  girls,  don’t 
you  see,  her  shoulders  are  wrong,  hips  wrong, 
wrong  everywhere? 

“Now,  Miss  Howard,  draw  your  chin  back 
close  to  your  neck.  See,  she  has  brought  her 
shoulders  into  the  right  position,  hips  right, 
every  part  is  right.  Now,  please  walk  ?  Don’t 
you  see?  Although,  in  this  first  attempt,  she 
seems  a  little  stiff,  and  awkward,  she  exhibits 
the  elements  of  a  fine,  queenly  bearing?  If 
she  were  to  keep  it  up  a  few  weeks,  and 
make  it  easy,  wherever  she  might  go,  people 
would  exclaim,  ‘  Queenly  !  queenly  !  ’  ” 

Oh,  it  is  pitiable  to  see  fine  American  girls 
poke  along  the  street  with  their  chins  away 
on  in  advance,  hastening  to  inform  the  people 
that  the  girl  is  coming. 

Come  to  this  window  with  me,  and  look 
out  a  moment.  There,  there  are  two  girls 
passing.  Now  look  at  their  chins.  If  these 
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girls  would  draw  their  chins  back  close  to 
their  necks,  their  whole  appearance  would  be 
changed  in  an  instant. 

I  have  often  said  if  my  adopted  daughter 
should  come  to  me,  and  say :  — 

“Father,  I  am  going  to  Japan;  I  don’t 
expect  to  see  you  again  in  this  world,  and. 
now  as  I  am  about  to  leave  you,  tell  me  how 
to  preserve  my  health.”  I  should  say :  — 

“  My  daughter,  I  am  glad  you  came  to  me 
about  this.  I  have  given  my  life  to  the  study 
of  the  laws  of  health,  and  I  am  sure  I  can 
give  you  valuable  suggestions. 

“Listen.  I  will  give  you  five  rules,  and 
if  you  observe  them,  no  matter  where  you 
may  live,  you  will  he  almost  sure  to  main¬ 
tain  good  health.” 

“  Father,  Jive  rules ;  that’s  a  great  many. 
I  am  afraid  I  shall  forget  some  of  them ; 
give  me  one ,  —  the  most  important  one,  and 
I  promise  not  to  forget  it.” 
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“  My  daughter,  if  I  can  give  you  but  one 
rule,  it  is  this :  Stand  up  straight,  walk 
erect,  sit  erect,  and  even  when  you  are  in 
bed  at  night,  don’t  put  three  pillows  under 
your  head,  and  watch  your  toes  all  night,  but 
keep  yourself  straight.  If  you  do  this,  your 
lungs,  heart,  liver,  stomach,  and  all  the  other 
organs  in  the  body,  will  have  room  for  work. 
My  dear  child,  if  you  observe  this  rule,  you 
will  not  only  bear  with  you  the  air  ef  a 
noble  woman,  but  you  will  contribute  more 
than  by  any  other  single  rule,  to  the  vigor 
of  your  body,  and  the  maintenance  of  your 
health. 

“  Why,  my  daughter,  you  cannot  have  a 
good  voice  even,  unless  you  stand  erect. 

“  The  Creator  has  fitted  this  little  vocal 
apparatus  in  the  throat  to  a  certain  attitude 
of  the  body. 

The  vocal  apparatus  of  a  cow  is  so  fixed, 
that,  when  her  backbone  is  horizontal,  she  can 
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do  her  best  bellowing.  If  -she  were  to  stand 
on  her  hind  legs,  and  stick  her  nose  directly 
up  towards  the  sky,  she  couldn’t  half  bel¬ 
low. 

“  The  vocal  apparatus  in  a  girl’s  throat  is 
fitted,  not  to  a  horizontal  spine,  but  to  a  per¬ 
pendicular  one.  The  portion  of  the  spine  in 
the  neck  determines,  mostly,  the  action  of 

the  music  box  in  the  throat. 

“  If  you  drop  your  chin  down  on  your 
chest,  bending  your  neck,  and  then  try  to 
sing,  you  will  find  at  once  that  the  vocal 

box  is  all  out  of  shape.  Go  to  the  opera  and 

observe  the  singers.  When  they  wish  to  make 
a  particularly  loud  or  fine  sound,  they  don’t 
put  the  chin  down  in  the  pit  of  the  stomach, 
but  they  draw  it  back  close  to  the  neck, 

and  hold  the  upper  part  of  the  spine,  and, 
indeed,  every  part  of  the  spine,  in  a  noble, 
erect  attitude.  No,  my  dear  Mary,  you  can¬ 
not  even  speak  or  sing  well  without  attend 


42 


OUR  GIRLh. 


ing  to  my  volume  on  the  subject  of  the  chin. 
Need  I  say  again,  that  only  in  this  upright 
position  of  the  body  can  your  lungs  and  heart 
find  room  to  do  their  great  and  vital  work? 
Need  I  say,  that  if  you  allow  your  head  and 
shoulders  to  fall  forward,  and  the  organs  of 
the  chest  to  fall  down  on  the  organs  of  the 
abdomen,  the  stomach  and  liver  and  all  the 
other  organs  in  your  abdominal  cavity  will  be 
displaced,  crowded  and  trammeled?  My«  dear 
Japanese  missionary,  I  have  given  you  the 
most  important  rule  of  health,  and  if  you  ob¬ 
serve  it  during  your  life  among  the  Japs,  it 
will  do  wonders  in  preserving  your  health  and 
strength. 

IMPORTANT  .HELP  IN  LEARNING  TO  WALK. 

You  are  in  haste  to  become  a  queen?  The 
ambition  is  a  noble  one.  You  can  hurry  the 
change  by  another  practice,  which  I  will  des¬ 
cribe. 
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A  changing  lady  of  the  grand,  old-fash¬ 
ioned  pattern,  bore  herself  like  an  empress  at 
eighty-six.  I  ventured  to  ask  her  :  — 

“  Madam,  what  was  the  source  of  this  re¬ 
markable  carriage  of  your  person?”  She 
replied  :  — 

“  During  my  young  life  I  carried  a  large 
book  on  my  head  one  or  two  hours  every 
day.  My  mother  had  been  taught  the  prac¬ 
tice  in  an  English  school,  and  she  transmitted 
it  to  her  daughters.” 

Some  years  ago  there  was  devised  a  pretty 
iron  crown,  in  three  parts,  which  has  been 
much  used  for  this  purpose.  The  first  part, 
which  rests  upon  the  head,  weighed  nine 
pounds ;  when  an  iron  ring  was  placed  inside 
of  this,  it  weighed  eighteen  pounds,  and  when 
the  second  one  was  added,  the  weight  was 
twenty-seven  pounds.  This  device  was  orna¬ 
mental  and  convenient.  But,  while  the  crown 
is  the  best  thing,  any  weight  will  do.  A 
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bag  of  corn  or  beans  may  be  employed.  A 
book  will  answer  very  well.  I  have  frequent¬ 
ly  seen  books  used.  You  can  use  any  large  - 
book  of  no  value,  —  say  a  large  law  book, — 
and  you  will  find  that  the  effort  to  retain 
it  on  the  head  will  secure  a  perfectly  bal 
anced,  accurate  movement  of  all  the  muscles 
of  the  body.  Whatever  weight  is  employed, 
let  it  be  carried  upon  the  top  of  the  head, 
holding  the  chin  close  to  the  neck,  thirty  min¬ 
utes  in  the  morning,  and  about  the  same  time 
before  lying  down  at  night.  In  this  connec¬ 
tion  let  me  say  that  the  use  of  thick  pillows 
tends,  to  produce  a  curve  in  the  neck.  The 
pillows  should  be  hard  and  thin.  I  am  glad 
to  see  that  hair  pillows  of  moderate  size  are 
being  generally  introduced. 

Let  me  explain  the  way  in  which  carrying 
a  load  upon  the  head  helps  the  spine  into  an 
erect  posture.  The  spine  is  composed  of  twen¬ 
ty-four  separate  bones,  which  do  not  lie  upon 
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one  another,  but  are  separated  by  cushions  of 
elastic  cartilage.  Suppose  the  thickness  of  these 
cushions  to  be  a  quarter  of  an  inch.  When 
the  spine  is  erect,  they  are  of  the  same  thick¬ 
ness  all  around.  When  the  spine  is  bent  side¬ 
wise,  say  towards  the  right,  the  elastic  cush¬ 
ions  become  thinner  on  that  side,  and  if  the 
bending  is  decided,  the  edges  of  the  spinal 
bones  themselves  will  nearly  touch,  while  the 
mass  of  elastic  or  india-rubber  substance  will 
be  pressed  over  to  the  left  side.  Now  suppose 
that  one  follows  an  occupation  requiring  this 
position  of  the  spine.  After  a  time,  unless 
pains  arc  taken  to  counterbalance  the  mischiev¬ 
ous  influence  of  the  occupation,  these  india- 
rubber  cushions  between  the  spinal  bones  will 
become  fixed  in  this  wedge-like  shape,  being 
thin  on  the  right  side  and  thick  on  the  left 
side. 

Now  suppose,  instead  of  bending  sidewise, 
one  bends  forward,  as  nine  persons  in  ten  do, 
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exactly  the  same  thing  takes  place  in  these 
elastic,  rubber  cushions,  only  that  the  rubbei 
is  pushed  backward,  and  the  spine  bones  come 
together  in  front. 

When  the  chin  is  drawn  back  close  to  the 
neck,  and  the  cushions  are  brought  into  their 
natural  equality  of  thickness  all  around,  if,  at 
the  same  moment,  a  considerable  weight  is 
placed  upon  the  head  to  press  hard  upon  the 
spinal  cushions,  much  will  be  done  in  a  little 
time,  to  fix  them  in  this  natural  shape.  It 
requires  but  a  few  months  of  this  management 
to  induce  a  very  striking  change  in  the  atti¬ 
tude  of  the  spine. 

Many  years  ago,  when  my  wife  was  an  in¬ 
valid,  we  spent  three  winters  in  the  South. 
The  plantation  negro  was  a  shambling,  care¬ 
less,  uncouth  creature ;  but  occasionally  we  saw 
a  negro  whose  bearing  suggested  a  recent  oc¬ 
cupancy  of  one  of  the  kingly  thrones  in  Africa. 
After  a  little  we  came  to  understand  the  source 
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of  this  peculiarity.  These  negroes,  of  the. erect, 
lofty  pattern,  were  engaged  in  “  toting  ”  loads 
upon  their  heads. 

Everywhere,  in  certain  large  districts  of  It¬ 
aly,  one  is  struck  with  the  singular  carriage 
of  the  water-carriers,  who  bring  from  the  moun¬ 
tain  springs,  great  tubs  of  water  on  their 
heads. 

How  often  we  see  German  girls  bringing  into 
town  great  loads  of  sticks  on  their  heads.  And 
we  never  look  at  them,  if  we  are  thoughtful, 
without  contrasting  their  proud,  erect  carriage, 
with  the  drooping  shoulders,  projecting  shoul¬ 
der  blades,  stuck-out  chins,  and  general  slip¬ 
shoddiness  of  our  wives  and  daughters. 


48 


OUR  GIRLS. 


THE  LANGUAGE  OF  DRESS. 


The  dress  of  a  French  peasant  tells  you 
at  once  of  his  place  in  society.  Throughout 
Europe  the  dress  may  he  taken  as  the  ex¬ 
ponent  of  the  wearer’s  position.  This  is  as 
true  of  women  as  of  men.  For  good  reasons, 
the  language  of  dress  is  not  so  definite  and 
explicit  in  America.  But  even  here  we  may 
judge  very  correctly,  in  most  cases,  by  the 
every-day  dress,  of  the  position  of  the  wearer 
The  social  character  and  relations  of  worn 
en,  as  a  class,  in  any  country,  may  be  clear¬ 
ly  inferred  from  certain  peculiarities  of  their 
dress. 

For  example,  we  are  in  Constantinople.  If, 
in  a  moment,  we  could  be  set  down  in  that 
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city,  and  not  know  where  we  were,  would 
any  of  us  doubt  the  language  of  that  veil 
over  woman’s  face?  Would  anybody  suppose 
her  to  be  a  citizen?  Would  anybody  suppose 
she  belonged  to  herself? 

Leaving  Constantinople,  let  us  visit  an  old- 
time  fashionable  social  gathering  in  Vienna. 
Women  enter  the  ball-room.  They  are  dressed 
in  gauze  so  thin  that  you  can  see  their  skins 
all  over  their  persons.  Would  any  of  us  mis¬ 
take  the  language  of  that  kind  of  dress  \ 
Would  any  of  us  be  in  doubt  about  then- 
relations  to  men? 

Come  to  America  to-day.  We  attend  a 
social  gathering.  Women  appear  with  their 
vital  organs  squeezed  down  to  one-half  the 
natural  size,  their  arms  and  busts  naked, 
while  their  trails  are  so  long  that,  whenever 
they  turn  round,  they  are  obliged  to  use  their 
hands  to  push  them  out  of  the  way.  As  we 

all  comprehend,  at  a  glance,  the  meaning  of 
C 
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the  veils  in  Constantinople,  and  the  nudity 
of  the  women  in  Vienna,  so  we  all  infer  the 
position  of  woman  in  America  from  these  pe¬ 
culiarities  of  her  dress. 

I  read  thus :  The  compressed  vital  organs 
and  the  encumbered  feet  mean,  that  women 
are  dependent  and  helpless.  Having  but  lit¬ 
tle  use  for  breath  and  locomotion,  by  a  law 
of  nature,  they  c»  .imp  the  instruments  of  breath 
and  locomotion.  While  the  nudity  of  the 
arms  and  bust  signifies  a  slavery  to  man’s 
passions.  No  one  supposes  that  when  woman 
becomes  a  citizen,  and  man’s  equal,  she  will 
compress  her  lungs,  fetter  her  legs,  or  appeal 
to  his  passions  by  any  immodest  exposure  of 
her  person. 

LOW  NECK  AND  SHORT  SLEEVES. 

As  I  have  said  but  little  of  the  “  low  neck 
and  short  sleeves,”  I  want  to  add  a  word  in 
this  connection.  Many  a  modest  woman  ap- 


OUR  GIRLS. 


51 


pears  at  a  party  with  her  arms  nude,  and  so 
much  of  her  chest  exposed  that  you  can 
see  nearly  half  of  the  mammal  gland. 

Many  a  modest  mother  permits  her  daugh¬ 
ters  to  make  this  model-artist  exhibition  of 
themselves. 

One  beautiful  woman  said,  in  answer  to  my 
complaints,  “  You  shouldn’t  look.” 

“But,”  I  replied,  “do  you  not  adjust  your 
dress  in  this  way  on  purpose  to  give  us  a 
"hance  to  look  ?  ’  ’ 

She  was  greatly  shocked  at  my  way  of 
putting  it. 

“Well,”  I  said,  “this  assurance  is  per¬ 
fectly  stunning.  You  strip  yourselves,  go  to 
a  public  party,  parade  yourselves  for  hours 
in  a  glare  of  gas-light,  saying  to  the  crowd, 
‘  Look  here,  gentlemen,’  and  then  you  are 
slocked  because  we  put  your  unmistakable  ac¬ 
tions  into  words.” 

In  discussing  this  subject  before  an  audi- 
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ence  of  ladies  in  this  city  the  other  evening, 
I  said  :  — 

“Ladies,  suppose  I  had  entered  this  hall 
with  my  arms  and  bust  bare,  wdiat  would 
you  have  done?  You  would  have  made  a 
rush  for  the  door,  and,  as  you  jostled  against 
each  other  in  hurrying  out,  you  would  have 
exclaimed  to  each  other,  *  Oh !  the  uncon¬ 
scionable  scalawag !  ’  May  I  ask  if  it  is  not 
right  that  we  should  demand  of  you  as  much 
modesty  as  you  demand  of  us?” 

But  you  exclaim,  “Custom!  it  is  the  cus¬ 
tom,  and  fashion  is  everything!” 

If  you  could  know  the  history  of  the  “  low 
neck  and  short  sleeves,”  how,  and  for  what 
purpose  they  were  introduced,  you  wouid  as 
soon  join  the  company  of  the  “  unfortunates,” 
as  to  make  this  exhibition  of  your  persons. 

As  much  as  I  desire  to  live,  so  much  do 
I  long,  by  this  book,  to  help  my  country¬ 
women  to  a  higher  and  purer  life.  Cherish- 
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ing  this  hope  in  my  heart  of  hearts,  and 
knowing  that  nothing  but  truth  can,  in  the 
long  run,-  prevail,  I  have  read  this  discussion 
of  dress  over  and  over  again,  and  asked  my¬ 
self,  and  asked  my  wife  and  my  sister,  if 
the  statements  I  have  made  are  quite  true, 
and  if  they  are  made  in  the  proper  spirit. 

Upon  reading  the  preceding  pages  upon 
“The  Language  of  Dress”  with  my  wife 
and  sister,  they  say :  — 

“  These  statements  are  just  and  true,  and 
greatly  need  to  be  uttered ;  ”  but  my  wife 
says,  “I  think  you  ought  to  say  very  plain¬ 
ly,  that  a  great  many  pure-minded  women 
dress  with  ‘  low  neck  and  short  sleeves,’ 
without  an  impure  thought,  and  simply  be¬ 
cause  it  is  the  fashion.” 

I  have  no  doubt  of  it,  and  thought  I  had 
said  as  much.  Indeed,  have  I  not  been  care¬ 
ful  to  state  that  I  was  discussing  the  lan¬ 
guage  of  dress,  and  not  the  conscious  pur 
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pose  of  each  individual  wearer.  I  should  nev¬ 
er  forgive  myself  if  I  thoughtlessly  and  un¬ 
necessarily  wounded  the  feelings  of  the  thou¬ 
sands  of  young  women  who  will,  I  trust, 
read  this  volume. 

But  let  me  add,  that  I  could  not  pardon 
myself ;  and  the  brave,  earnest  women  who  may 
read  these  pages  would  not  pardon  me,  if  1 
discussed  this  vital  subject  in  a  shilly-shally, 
easy-going,  disengenuous  manner.  If  I  can 
effect  a  sure  and  permanent  lodgment  of  vital 
truths  in  your  minds,  and,  in  my  manner  of 
doing  it,  should,  for  the  time  being,  provoke 
your  anger,  I  am  content. 

This  exposure  of  the  naked  bosom  before 
men,  in  the  most  public  places,  belongs  not 
to  the  highest  type  of  Christian  civilization, 
but  to  those  dark  ages  when  women  sought 
nothing  higher  than  the  gratification  of  the 
passions  of  man,  and  were  content  to  be 
mere  slaves  and  toys. 
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Boston  contains  its  proportion  of  the  refined 
women  of  the  country.  We  have  .here  a  few 
score  of  the  old  families,  inheriting  culture 
and  wealth,  and  who  can  take  rank  with  the 
best.  A  matron  who  knows  their  habits,  as 
sures  me  that  she  never  saw  a  member  of 
one  of  these  families  in  “  low  neck  and  short 
sleeves.” 

In  the  future  free  and  Christian  America, 
the  very  dress  of  woman  will  proclaim  a  high, 
pure  womanhood.  And  that  dress  will  be  an 
American  costume.  We  shall  then  discard  the 
costumes  devised  by  the  dissolute  capitals  of 
Europe. 

What  a  strange  spectacle  we  witness  in 
America  to-day.  Free,  brave,  American  wom¬ 
en  hold  out  to  the  world  the  bible  of  social, 
political  and  religious  freedom  ;  and,  anon,  we 
see  them  down  on  their  knees  waiting  the 
arrival  of  a  steamer  from  France,  to  learn 
how  they  may  dress  their  bodies  for  the  next 
month. 
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DESCRIPTIONS  OF  DRESS. 


I  wonder  women’s  cheeks  do  not  burn  at  the 
sly  contempt  for  themselves,  displayed  in  this 
constant  description  of  their  dress.  It  hardly 
needs  an  illustration,  though  just  now  one  comes 
to  hand,  of  which  a  word.  A  beautiful,  noble 
girl  was  married,  last  evening,  in  a  neighboring 
city,  and  the  Boston  newspapers,  of  this  morning, 
are  full  of  the  wedding.  In  the  first  place,  wo 
have  a  long  description  of  the  young  woman’s 
underclothing.  Every  article,  worn  upon  every 
part  of  her  person,  is  described  in  elaborate  de¬ 
tail,  with  the  number,  style,  make,  trimmings, 
etc.,  etc.  Running  over  the  description  of  the 
trousseau ,  my  eye  falls  upon  :  “  French  exquis¬ 
itely  daintily  invisible  finest  delicate  exquisite 
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princess  elegant  coquettish  grace  jaunty  laven¬ 
der  reliefs  stylish  coquettish  Parisian  stylish 
pretty  striking  tea-rose  bouffant  Cluny  graceful 
Valenciennes  jaunty  nondescript  becoming  square 
broad  high  tiny  stunning  tiny  China  silk 
finest  Valenciennes  rose  elegant  beautifully 
lovely  unique  elegant  heliotrope  artistic  per¬ 
fection  grace  delicate  rose-buds  lovely  ex¬ 

quisite  finest  delicate  gossamer  airy  fairy. 

LETTER  FROM  WASHINGTON. 

Reception  at  the  White  House.  From  “  Oui 
Washington  Correspondent .” 

Senator  A.,  General  B.,  and  Vice-President 
C.  said  and  did  so  and  so.  Mrs.  A.,  Mrs. 
B.,  and  Mrs.  C.  said  nothing,  did  nothing ; 

but  half  the  letter  is  devoted  to  gorgeous 

descriptions  of  their  dress-maker’s,  spread. 
This  silent  contempt  of  the  woman,  and  elab¬ 
orate  detail  of  her  dress-maker’s  style,  must 

cut  every  proud,  sensitive  woman  to  the  very 
C* 
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quick.  It  is  another  piece  of  what  is  called 
“  ladies'  man  ,”  and  “  ladies'  small  talk."  It 
is  of  a  piece  with  this  taking  off  the  hat, 
this  excessive  bowing  and  smirking  to  women, 
while  they  are  paid  for  equal  services  but 
one-third  a  man’s  salary. 

We  had  a  capital  illustration  of  this  'gal¬ 
lantry  and  injustice,  in  a  speech  made  by  a 
leading  member  of  the  American  Homoeopathic 
Institute,  at  its  great  meeting  in  this  city. 

A  resolution  was  introduced  inviting  edu¬ 
cated  woman  physicians  of  the  Homoeopathic 
school,  to  become  members  of  the  Institute. 
An  old  and  most  respectable  member  of  the 

Institute,  from - ,  spoke  very  warmly 

against  the  resolution. 

He  said :  “I  am  a  ladies'  man ;  I  never 
pass  a  woman  with  whom  I  am  acquainted 
without  raising  my  hat.  I  do  not  keep  my 
seat  in  the  cars  while  ladies  are  standing,  as 
I  see  gentlemen  do  in  Boston. 
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“Yes,  I  am  the  most  obedient  and  de¬ 
voted  servant  of  the  ladies,  gentlemen  of  the 
Convention,  but  when  you  would  introduce  them 
<o  membership  in  the  American  Institute  of 
Homoeopathy,  I  say  no!  never!” 

It  is  this  making  woman  the  occasion  for  a 
display  of  man’s  gallantries,  with  this  con¬ 
temptuous  disregard  of  her  claims  to  common 
justice ;  it  is  this  spirit  which  passes  the 
woman,  and  devotes  itself  to  a  description  of 
her  dress,  to  outlining  her  “  low  corsage,”  her 
“magnificent  bust,”  etc.,  etc. 

If  I  were  a  girl,  and  one  of  these  be¬ 
smeared,  bescented,  befaddled,  “ladies’  man” 
puppies  were  to  condescend  to  perform  his 
whining  and  barking  for  my  special .  delecta¬ 
tion,  I  should  mildly  suggest  to  him  the  in¬ 
finite  wisdom  of  bestowing  his  precious  slaver 
upon  some  small,  gentle  poodle 
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EXCESSIVE  ORNAMENTATION. 

The  trimming  mania  is  frightful.  What  dc 
you  think  of  one  hundred  and  twenty  yards, 
—  three  hundred  and  sixty  feet,  —  four  thou¬ 
sand  three  hundred  and  twenty  inches  of  rib¬ 
bon  in  the  trimming  of  one  dress  ? 

I  wish  I  could  command  for  an  hour  the 
pen  of  a  Jenkins,  and  give  the  names  of  the 
various  ribbons  and  shades  of  ribbons,  of 
the  laces,  their  origin,  style,  and  value.  (Each 
kind  of  lace  has  a  history,  which  is  dear  to 
the  heart  of  the  devotee  of  fashion.)  I  wish 
I  could  describe  the  hundred  and  one  crimps 
and  frills  and  things.  I  wish  I  could  com 
mand  the  pen  of  one  of  these  amazing  writers 
about  woman’s  dress.  I  would  give  you  ten 
pages  of  it. 

I  say  again,  that  the  trimming'  mania  has 
become  insufferable.  Unless  a  woman  has  a 
dressmaker,  she  must  be  the  veriest  slave. 
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She  must  be  at  it  morning,  noon  and  night. 

Gather  in  one  place  all  the  artists,  author¬ 
esses,  and  women  of  finest  and  highest  cul¬ 
ture,  and  how  many  of  them  do  you  suppose 
could  be  bribed  to  go  into  the  street  all 
rigged  out  in  ribbon,  gimp,  frills,  edgings, 
ruches,  fringes,  satins,  velvets,  buttons,  nail- 
heads,  etc.,  etc.,  etc. 

I  have  met  many  of  the  women  who  may 
be  classed  as  above,  and  I  cannot  now  recal 
one  who  was  fashionably  trimmed. 

This  rage  is,  in  essence,  tawdry  and  vul 
gar.  It  is  cheap  in  everything  but  money. 

EAR  RINGS  AND  OTHER  TRINKETS. 

What  a  barbarism  to  bore  a  hole  in  the 
flesh,  and  stick  in  a  trinket.  I  have  seen 
several  ears  in  which  the  ring  had  cut  its 
way  out,  making  a  slit,  and  a  new  hole  had 
been  punched  in  one  of  the  pieces. 

Men  have  fallen  into  this  vulgar  barbarism. 
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American  savages  oifer  many  instances  of  men 
with  gold  or  silver  trinkets  in  the  ears.  But 
among  lower  savages  in  different  parts  ot  the 
world  the  custom  is  quite  general,  and  many 
of  them  add  an  ornament  in  the  nose. 

My  own  wife,  in  her  girlhood,  had  her 
ears  pierced,  but  I  have  never  seen  them  em¬ 
bellished  with  trinkets. 

FINGER  RINGS,  ETC. 

What  a  vulgar  show  you  sometimes  see 
among  the  demi-monde ,  —  a  dozen  great  gold 
and  jeweled  rings  on  the  fingers,  two  large 
rings  or  hoops  about  the  wrists,  a  great  buckle 
in  the  belt,  a  gold  chain  about  the  neck,  a 
gold  watch,  several  charms,  a  locket  or  two, 
a  breast-pin,  —  what  a  barbarous,  vulgar  show  ; 
poor  things,  I  suppose  they  think  it  helps  to 
advertise  their  unhappy  trade. 

My  dear  girls,  leave  this  trinket  show  to 
the  Indians,  and  use  no  other  jewelry  than  a 
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neat  small  pin  to  hold  the  collar,  and  a  deli¬ 
cate  small  chain  to  guard  your  watch.  The 
watch  should  be  in  a  pockety  and  not  slipped 
under  the  belt.  The  belt  must  be  mischiev¬ 
ously  tight  to  hold  the  watch.  To  wear  a 
watch  pushed  half  way  under  the  belt,  is  to 
constantly  expose  it  to  accident,  and,  at  best, 
to  make  a  vain  announcement  of  the  fact  that 
you  have  one. 

In  England  it  is  a  common  remark,  that 
you  may  know  a  nobleman  by  his  plain  dress, 
and  by  the  absence  of  all  jewelry.  And  1 
will  add,  that  everywhere  you  may  know  a 
shoddy  pretender  by  an  excessive  display  of 
jewelry. 

No  person  of  really  fine  culture  delights  in 
an  exhibition  of  trinkets  or  gew-gaws  of  any 
kind.  The  refined  soul  .cannot  make  an  or¬ 
namental  parade. 
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OUTRAGES  UPON  THE  BODY. 


It  is  barbarous  to  tattoo  the  body.  Among 
civilized  men,  only  low  sailors,  who  spend 
their  lives  at  sea,  indulge  in  this  barbarism ; 
and  they  confine  the  tattooing  to  a  limited 
surface,  “pricking  in”  the  figure  of  an  an 
chor,  or  a  ship. 

The  nose,  lips,  teeth,  ears,  and  other  parts 
of  the  body,  are  cut  or  distorted  by  some  of 
the  savages  of  Africa. 

Wherever  we  find  among  men  the  custom 
of  tattooing,  cutting  or  distorting  the  body, 
we  need  make  no  further  inquiry,  —  it  is  a 
land  of  barbarians. 

Undeveloped  peoples,  in  the  service  of  false 
religions,  maltreat  their  bodies ;  and  even  fol 
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lowers  of  Christ  have  immured  themselves  in 
dark  cells,  and  caves,  carried  the  accumulated 
filth  of  years,  scrupulously  avoiding  water, 
starved  themselves,  pinched  and  whipped  them¬ 
selves,  made  long  journeys  on  their  knees  or 
bellies,  made  pilgrimages  with  peas  in  their 
shoes,  and  kicked,  cuffed  and  outraged  them 
selves  in  many  other  ways. 

Among  advanced  Christian  nations,  even  now 
wre  sometimes  observe  a  lingering  reflection  of 
this  strange  hallucination. 

For  example,  a  great  many  people  rather 
fancy  a  dyspeptic,  ghostly  clergyman,  and  can 
hardly  bring  themselves  to  listen  to  a  prayer 
from  a  preacher  with  square  shoulders,  a  big 
chest,  a  ruddy  face,  and  a  moustache.  The 
ghost,  they  seem  to  think,  belongs  in  some 
way  to  the  spirit  world  ;  while  the  beef-eat¬ 
ing,  jolly  fellow  is  dreadfully  at  home  in  t.tis 
world. 

The  ghost  exclaims  :  — 
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“  Jerusalem,  my  happy  home, 

Oh!  how  I  long  for  thee; 

When  will  my  sorrows  have  an  end? 

Thy  joys  when  shall  I  see?” 

The  other,  like  Mr.  Beecher,  enjoys  a  good 
dinner,  a  nimble-footed  horse,  a  big  play  with 
the  children  and  the  dogs,  seems  joyous  in 
the  sunshine,  and,  —  wretched  sinner,  —  does 
not  sigh  to  depart. 

So  deep-seated  is  this  old  pagan  prejudice, 
that  a  ringing.shout  of  laughter  from  a  young 
woman  is  very  suspicious  to  the  deacons  of 
her  church. 

Leaving  the  religious  fanaticisms,  we  come 
upon  another  form  of  this  prejudice. 

The  fragile,  pale  young  woman  with  a  lisp, 
is  thought,  by  many  silly  people,  to  be  more 
of  a  lady,  than  another  with  ruddy  cheeks, 
and  vigorous  health. 

It  is,  perhaps,  difficult  to  define  it  exactly, 
but  there  exists,  somehow,  in  the  fashionable 
world,  the  notion  that  a  pale  and  sensitive 
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woman  is  feminine  and  refined,  while  one  in 
blooming  health  is  masculine  and  coarse. 

But  every  acute  observer  knows  that  the 
feminine  soul,  like  the  masculine,  utters  its 
richest  harmonies  only  through  a  perfect  in¬ 
strument. 

While  the  languid,  low  voice,  and  deliber¬ 
ate  manner  of 1  the  invalid  lady  may  suggest 
refinement  to  the  casual  observer,  the  discrim¬ 
inating  physician  who  probes  the  soul,  as  well 
as  the  body,  finds  a  marvellous  correspond¬ 
ence  between  them. 

Not  only  is  it  ‘true  that,  in  extreme  cases 
of  physical  exhaustion,  the  mind  gives  way 
with  the  body,  but  those  keen,  exquisite  sen- 
bilities  of  the  soul  become  weak  and  blunt. 
No  physician  of  large  experience  will  fail  to 
recal  instances  of  extreme  hemorrhagic  exhaus¬ 
tion,  in  which  all  sense  of  modesty  disappears. 

Assuming  that  the  highest  possible  health  of 
rhe  body  is  represented  by  100,  and  the  low- 
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est  possible  by  the  figure  1,  and  assuming, 
what  no  physiologist  or  metaphysician  will 
question,  that  the  head  and  heart  keep  step 
with  the  body,  we  shall  not  hesitate  long  in 
determining  the  state  of  the  mind  and  soul 
of  the  fashionable,  languid,  nervous  lady  whom 
we  meet  in  America  at  every  turn,  and  who 
ranges  from  10  to  50  on  our  Scale. 

It  is  but  natural  that  she  should  be  occu¬ 
pied  with  trimmings,  and  feel  no  interest  in 
the  great  social  and  moral  movements  of  the 
day. 

Cateris  paribus ,  a  young  Ionian  whose  phys¬ 
ical  health  is  represented  by  80  on  our  scale, 
has  twice  as  much  feminine  delicacy  and  char¬ 
acter  as  another  whose  health  is  represented 
by  40.  If  this  is  not  a  logical  deduction 
from  the  laws  of  physiology  and  metaphysics, 
I  know  of  nothing  that  is.  While,  as  already 
suggested,  every  discriminating  physician  is 
constantly  called  upon  to  listen  to  the  har¬ 
mony  between  the  body  and  the  soul. 
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The  notion  that  delicacy  of  the  body  indi¬ 
cates  delicacy  of*  the  mind  and  heart,  con 
tributes  more  to  the  fashion  of  delicacy  than 
all  other  influences. 

Miss  Leonora,  observing  that  Bridget  O’ Flah¬ 
erty,  the  scrub-girl,  who  is  ignorant  and  coarse, 
has  a  large  waist  and  a  powerful  chest,  and 
that  Miss  Seraphina  Flamingo,  who  is  a  per¬ 
fect  angel,  has  a  fragile,  delicate  form,  draws 
the  inference  that  a  woman  with  a  strong 
body  is  ignorant  and  coarse,  while  a  sylph¬ 
like  form  signifies  the  spirituel. 

Besides  this,  a  strong,  muscular  body  is 
associated  with  work,  with  a  servant ;  while 
Miss  Leonora  is  not  long  in  discovering  ’that 
the  mistresses,  —  the  ladies,  —  are  pale  and 
sickly. 

Don’t  you  see  now  how  it  is?  To  have  a 
strong  and  muscular  body  is  to  be  suspected 
of  work,  of  service ;  while  a  frail,  delicate 
personnel  is  a  proof  of  position,  of  ladyhood 
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Go  through  the  town  and  observe  the  wom¬ 
en.  Are  any  of  the  fashionable  ladies  strong 
and  muscular  ?  Not  one !  Are  any  of  them 
able  to  perform  hard  work  ?  Not  one !  But 
there  are  women  who  do  hard  work,  very 
hard  work.  They  are  not  ladies,  they  are 
servants !  The  ladies  are  delicate.  The  ser¬ 
vants  are  strong.  Don’t  you  see  what  a  plain 
case  it  is  ?  Miss  Leonora  desires,  above  all 
things,  to  be  a  lady,  and  to  be  always,  and 
everywhere,  and  immediately  recognized  as  a 

lady.  How  clear  it  is  that  the  one,  unmis- 
# 

takable,  conclusive  proof  is,  that  she  should 
look  and  move  like  a  lady.  If  she  looks 
strong,  and  moves  with  a  will,  she  will  be 
mistaken  for  a  worker,  for  a  servant.  If  she 
looks  delicate,  and  moves  languidly,  it  will 
be  seen  at  once  that  she  does  not  belong  to 
the  working  class. 

It  is  true  that  many  strong,  muscular  wom¬ 
en  are  coarse  and  ignorant ;  they  have  given 
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their  lives  to  hard  work,  and  have  been  de¬ 
nied  all  opportunities  to  cultivate  their  minds, 
and  manners.  To  compare  such  with  the  pet¬ 
ted.  pampered  daughters  of  social  and  intel¬ 
lectual  opportunity,  and  then  to  treat  the  strong 
body  of  the  one  as  the  source  of  the  coarse¬ 
ness  and  ignorance  within,  and,  in  the  other 
case,  to  treat  the  weak,  delicate  body  as  the 
source  of  the  fine  culture,  is  to  reason  like 
an  idiot. 

In  order  to  arrive  at  anything  like  a  fair 
illustration  of  the  influence  of  health  upon  the 
mind  and  temper,  we  must  visit  a  family  in 
which  there  are  daughters  in  sparkling  health, 
and  others  who  are  languid  and  delicate. 

We  visited  such  a  family,  in  a  neighboring 
state,  three  summers  since,  and  shall  never 
forget  our  observations  and  experiences.  The 
oldest  daughter  was  delicate.  The  youngest 
two  were  likewise  sensitive  and  delicate.  But 
there  were  two  girls  who  were  in  fine  health. 
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When  the  stage  stopped  at  the  gate,  the 
, girls,  who  were  expecting  us,  came  out  on 
the  piazza,  and  the  healthy  ones  came  rush¬ 
ing  down  to  the  gate,  and  threw  their  arms 
around  one  of  us,  nearly  smothering  that  one 
with  kisses,  (I  shall  not  tell  you  whether  it 
was  my  wife,  or  myself,)  while  they  shook 
hands  most  cordially  with  the  other  ope.  They 
took  hold  of  our  hands  and  fairly  danced  us 
ip  the  walk.  On  reaching  the  piazza,  we 
were  very  cordially  and  languidly  welcomed 
by  the  other  girls. 

Daring  our  stay,  the  well  girls  ran  over 
constantly.  They  devised  and  executed  scores 
of  little  plans  for  our  amusement,  while  the 
Misses  Languid  were  the  recipients  of  atten¬ 
tions  from  us  all.  The  Misses  Vigorous  ran 
over  and  flooded  us  all,  while  the  Misses 
Languid  absorbed  from  us  all. 

Never  have  I  more  fully  realized  the  com¬ 
mon  saying,  that  “sickness  is  selfish.”  The 
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Misses  Vigorous  had  enough  for  themselves  and 
all  the  rest  of  us.  The  Misses  Languid  had 
nothing  to  spare,  and  were  constant  borrow¬ 
ers  and  beggars.  Do  you  imagine  the  well 
girls  were  less  lovely,  less  beautiful  in  heart 
and  soul,  than  the  delicate  ones  ? 

Or,  if  you  prefer,  do  you  think  a  young 
lady  who  leaves  the  city  in  June  for  the 
mountains,  pale,  nervous,  unhappy,  hardly  able 
to  take  care  of  herself,  unable  to  even  think 
of  anything  but  her  own  wretchedness,  do  you 
think  her  more  lovely  than  when,  returning 
in  October,  she  comes  bounding  in,  all  radi¬ 
ant  with  joy,  and  full  of  sympathy  and  help¬ 
fulness  ? 


FASHIONABLE  SUFFERINGS. 

So  determined  is  the  esprit  du  corps  of  the 
fashionables,  that  ambitious  young  ladies  se¬ 
cretly  pride  themselves  upon  the  attainment  of 
womanly  weaknesses. 

D 
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There  are  certain  “  female  weaknesses”  which 
one  would  think  young  ladies  might  hesitate 
to  mention  i  hut  so  strong  is  this  secret  pride 
in  the  signs  of  ladyhood,  that  man;'  fashion¬ 
able  young  ladies  go  over  the  details  with 
real  pleasure. 

I  once  heard  a  conversation  between  an  in¬ 
valid  aunt  and  four  young  ladies.  The  young 
ladies  were  all  unmarried,  and  the  oldest  not 
above  twenty- three.  The  aunt  was  a  suc¬ 
cessful  competitor  in  the  race  for  number  and 
intensity  of  sufferings,  and  embraced  every 
opportunity  to  make  a  tabular  statement.  Her 
spine  was  the  favorite  theme.  The  burning, 
the  pain,  the  sharp  and  indescribable  dartings 
and  excruciating  tortures  were  something  fear¬ 
ful  to  hear.  But  the  girls  constantly  inter¬ 
rupted  her  with  saying,  “  That  is  just  the 
way  I  feel ;  ”  and,  “  I  have  exactly  that 
pain ;  ”  and,  “  precisely,  I  have  had  that  pain 
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The  aunt  replied,  “  Now,  girls,  don’t  tell 
me  that.  It  isn’t  possible  for  you  to  have 
such  afflictions  at  your  age.”  But  they  de¬ 
clared,  with  sparkling  eyes,  that  every  one 
of  the  sufferings  she  had  described,  —  every 
one  of  them,  —  they  enjoyed  in  the  most  dread 
ful  way.  The  aunt  enjoyed  another  class  of 
affections,  upon  which  she  lingered  with  real 
gusto.  I  do  not  feel  at  liberty  to  go  into 
particulars ;  but  here  again  the  young  ladies 
were  enough  for  her.  They  declared,  with¬ 
out  flinching,  that  every  one  of  her  sufferings, 
they  had,  and  what  was  more,  they  had  cer¬ 
tain  horrible  variations  which  they  described, 
and  which,  in  fact,  I  thought  rather  outdid 
the  poor  aunt.  Aunt  spoke  of  her  headache 
in  the  most  brilliant  style  ;  but  here  the  girls 
were  not  to  be  beaten.  In  fact,  it  was  neck 
and  neck  to  the  end. 

I  have  heard  conversations  of  another  sort 
which  are  pertinent  in  this  discussion.  A 
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strong  country  woman,  accustomed  to  work 
in  the  garden,  and  to  take  long  walks,  men¬ 
tions  to  a  group  of  fashionable  young  ladies, 
that  she  has  just  walked  six  miles.  “  Won¬ 
derful  !  dreadful !  is  it  possible  ?  Why,  I 
couldn’t  walk  six  miles  to  save  my  life.” 
Perhaps  the  country  aunt  says,  “  I  finished 
a  large  washing  before  leaving,  and  hung  the 
clothes  upon  the  line.”  Miss  Araminta  ex¬ 
claims,  “  I  never  washed  anything  in  my 
life.  Why,  how  is  it  done?  and  how  dread¬ 
ful  it  looks  to  see  all  sorts  of  clothes  hanging 
out  in  a  yard.” 

The  common  affectation  of  ignorance  of  all 
useful  work  is  another  illustration.  A  young 
lady  sometimes  knows  how  to  make  certain 
rare  and  delicate  cake,  but  she  never  knows 
how  to  make  bread ;  she  knows  how  to  make 
pink  dogs  in  worsted,  but  not  how  to  make  a 
shirt.  She  knows  how  to  crochet,  but  not 
how  to  make  garments  for  herself  or  her  broth- 
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ers ;  and  thus  on  throueh  the  whole  list.  She 
knows  nothing  whatever  of  useful  work,  in  which 
the  body  and  heart  may  be  brought  into  earn 
est,  womanly  play. 

My  dear  girls,  I  could  show  you  in  this 
city  a  sight,  which  would  make  you  sick  at 
heart.  I  know  a  home,  in  which  you  could  see, 
on  any  day,  just  before  dinner,  a  pale,  thin, 
overworked  mother  hurrying  to  and  fro  in  her 
kitchen,  and  in  the  parlor  overhead  four  daugh 
ters.  One  young  lady  is  playing  the  piano 
(classical  music),  and  the  others  are  crochet 
ing,  tatting,  and  feasting  upon  the  “Awful 
Secret  of  the  Mysterious  Milk-Maid,”  and  one 
other  thing,  —  waiting  to  be  called  to  dinner. 
And,  although  the  mother  generally  thinks  it 
very  hard,  I  have  known  many  cases  where 
she  joined  in,  and  really  advocated  this  plan 
of  bringing  up  daughters. 

You  may  hear  such  a  mother  exclaim, 
“Well,  I  don’t  care;  my  girls  shan’t  be 


78 


OCR  GIRLS. 


worked  to  death  as  I  have  been.  Let  them 
have  an  easy  time  while  they  can  ;  their  turn 
will  come  soon  enough.” 

So  they  screw  up  their  waists,  recline  upon 
a  couch,  and  ponder  the  “  Fearful  Doom  of 
the  Mysterious  Count,”  and  thus  get  ready 
to  take  their  turn.  Thousands  of  young  la¬ 
dies,  in  this  city,  are  being  trained  for  wives 
and  mothers  by  such  means. 
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WOMAN  TORTURES  HER  BODY. 


Here  I  want  to  group  the  outrages  which 
woman  perpetrates  upon  her  beautiful  body 
To  begin  at  the  top,  she  almost  never  per¬ 
mits  her  hair  an  opportunity  to  display  its 
natural  beauty.  At  the  present  moment,  a 
mass  of  Japanese  bark,  or  false  hair,  or  some 
other  foreign  stuff,  full  of  uncleanness,  is  piled 
upon  the  top  of  the  head,  while  her  own 
natural  hair  is  twisted,  and  turned,  and  pinned, 
and  broken,  and  ruined  in  doing  subordinate, 
menial  service  to  the  dirty  foreign  intruder. 
Besides  this,  her  hair  is  bedaubed  with  name¬ 
less  and  dirty  greases  and  oils. 

I  asked  one  of  the  largest  retail  druggists 
in  this  city,  “  What  one  article,  or  line  of 
goods,  do  you  sell  most  of?” 
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He  replied,  without  a  moment’s  hesitation, 
“  Preparations  for  the  complexion.”  These 
preparations  have  for  their  bases  three  or  foui 
deadly  poisons.  Thousands  upon  thousands  ot 
bottles  and  boxes  are  used  by  the  women  of 
Boston  every  year. 

Those  glands  which,  in  the  economy  of  na 
ture,  are  appointed  to  the  most  sacred  and 
precious  of  maternal  duties  and  privileges,  are, 
by  the  pressure  and  heat  of  large  artificial 
pads,  almost  uniformly  ruined.  A  dressmaker 
assured  me  that  she  very  rarely  made  a;  dress 
in  which  the  bust  was  not  padded.  The  heat 
and  pressure  soon  spoil  the  glands. 

She  bores  holes  in  her  ears,  and  hangs  in 
various  trinkets. 

In  this  place  I  shall  not  speak  at  length 
of  that  culminating  outrage  upon  woman’s 
body,  known  as  lacing ;  (not  in  your  case, 
dear  reader,  of  course,  but  among  your  friends.) 
Look  about  you,  and  see  what  a  hideous  dis- 
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tortion  of  the  beautiful  Greek  Slave  you  see 
in  living  figures. 

Below  the  waist  theie  are  enormous  pad¬ 
dings,  which  heat  and  injure  the  spine. 

Below  the  knee,  a  ligature,  seriously  check¬ 
ing  the  circulation  of  the  feet. 

Reaching’  the  feet,  we  find  in  the  fashion- 
able  shoe  an  ingenious  torture.  What  with 
the  narrow  soles  and  the  high  heels,  the  foot 
is  rendered  almost  helpless,  while  the  ankles 
are  made  so  weak,  that  “  turning  the  ankle  ” 
is  a  common  occurrence. 

In  this  category  I  have  by  no  means  in¬ 
cluded  all  the  body  tortures  in  which  women 
indulge  ;  but  I  have  included  all  that  can  be 
properly  spoken  of  in  a  work  which  is  de¬ 
signed  for  general  reading.  Modesty  forbids 
the  mention  of  two  or  three  methods  of  body 
torture,  in  which  fashionable  women  very  gen¬ 
erally  indulge. 
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STOCKING  SUPPORTERS. 


Girls,  I  do  not  blame  you  for  wishing  tu 
keep  your  stockings  smooth.  Nothing  looks 
more  “shifTess”  than  stockings  in  wrinkles. 
How  shall  they  he  kept  smooth?  The  means 
usually  employed,  is  to  apply  a  ligature  just 
below  the  knee.  If  the  calf  of  the  leg  be 
very  large,  the  knee  small,  and  the  circula¬ 
tion  of  the  feet  vigorous,  I  suppose  an  elastic 
garter  may  be  used,  to  keep  the  stocking 
smooth,  without  serious  injury.  But,  as  most 
American  girls  have  slender  legs,  as  there  is 
but  little  enlargement  at  the  calf,  the  press¬ 
ure  of  the  garter  required  to  keep  the  stock¬ 
ing  in  position,  is  very  injurious.  It  produces 
absorption  of  important  muscles,  and,  there- 
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fore,  weakness  of  the  legs ;  a  lack  of  circula¬ 
tion,  and,  therefore,  coldness  of  the  feet.  The 
stocking  must  be  drawn  up  and  held.  How 
shall  it  be  done? 

Let  me  illustrate.  In  attaching  a  horse  to 
a  load,  we  never  draw  a  strap  about  its  body 
and  attach  to  that,  for  draft  purposes,  but  we 
seek  some  part  of  the  body  where  the  draft 
may  come  at  right  angles,  or  nearly  so.  That 
we  find  at  the  shoulder,  and  it  is  the  only 
part  of  the  animal  upon  which,  without  great 
harm,  a  considerable  draft  may  be  made. 

When  we  wish  to  support  the  several  pounds 
of  skirts,  the  stockings,  or  any  other  garment, 
we  look  over  the  woman’s  body,  to  determine 
at  what  point  such  support,  or  draft,  if  you 
please,  may  be  applied.  To  apply  it  about 
her  legs,  or  about  her  waist,  is  precisely  the 
same  mistake  that  would  be  made  if  the  draft 
were  attached  to  the  girth  of  the  harness. 
There  is  only  one  point  of  support,  and  that 
is  her  shoulder. 
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In  another  part  of  this  work  I  have  dis¬ 
cussed,  in  detail,  the  straps  applied  to  the 
shoulder  in  supporting  the  skirts. 

In  this  place  it  is  only  necessary  to  say, 
that  a  strap  should  be  fastened  to  the  skirt- 
band  at  the  side,  to  run  down  over  the  hip, 
and  on  the  outside  of  the  leg,  above  the  knee 
to  divide  into  two  straps,  one  of  which  is  to 
be  attached  to  the  stocking  on  the  front  of 
the  knee,  and  the  other  on  the  back  of  the 
knee. 

Somewhere  in  the  course  of  the  single  strap, 
a  buckle  may  be  introduced  to  regulate  the 
tension  of  the  support.  This  sort  of  support 
has  been  very  much  used  for  children’s  stock¬ 
ings.  It  has  now  been  adopted  by  thousands 
of  women,  many  of  whom  have  spoken  to  me 
very  warmly  of  its  value. 
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LARGE  vs.  SMALL  WOMEN. 


Petite ,  applied  to  a  woman,  is  a  very  deal 
word  to  the  fashionables.  Ah,  the  dear,  del¬ 
icate,  petite  creature  !  Ah,  my  darling,  sweet 
petite  ! 

But  oh,  how  dreadful  and  monstrous  such 
words  as  —  the  great  creature  !  —  She’s  as  big 
as  all  out  doors !  —  for  mercy’s  sake,  look  at 
that  woman !  why,  she  could  lift  an  ox ! 
Among  fashionable  simpletons  these  words  are 
applied  to  a  woman  who  weighs,  say,  one 
hundred  and  sixty  pounds,  who  has  a  fine, 
noble  physique,  fully  competent  to  the  labors 
and  trials  of  motherhood  and  life. 

By  a  large  woman,  I  mean  one  who  weighs 
one  hundred  and  forty  to  one  hundred  and 
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sixty  pounds.  A  small  woman  is  one  weigh 
ing  from  ninety  to  one  hundred  and  ten 
pounds. 

The  reason  for  this  preference  for  little 
women,  among  men,  is  simply  this.  Formerly, 
women  were  slaves  to  the  passions  of  men. 
In  modern  ^  times  they  have,  among  our  bet¬ 
ter  classes,  risen  a  little  above  that,  and  have 
become  the  pets  and  toys  of  men.  Now  a  pet 
or  a  toy,  say  a  black  and  tan,  is  valuable 
in  proportion  to  its  diminutiveness.  A  man 
in  selecting  a  wife  that  he  intends  to  dress 
in  silks  and  laces,  with  trinkets  hung  m  her 
ears,  rings  on  her  fingers,  and  little  orna¬ 
ments  stuck  all  over  her,  who  is  to  sit  in 
his  parlor  while  he  is  absent  on  business,  to 
dress  and  redress  herself  several  times  a  day, 
to  be  ready  to  receive  him,  all  corseted,  be- 
silked,  bejeweled  and  bescented,  when  he  shall 
come  from  his  office,  —  a  man  who  selects  a 
wife  as  a  pet,  a  toy,  is  very  likely  to  have 
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the  same  sort  of  preference  for  a  petite  wife, 
that  he  has  for  a  petite  black  and  tan. 

This  is  the  source  of  the  preference  for  lit¬ 
tle  women. 

Whenever  women  shall  rise  to  a  true  com¬ 
panionship  with  men,  as  their  equals,  and  not 
their  toys,  then  a  small  woman  will  no  more 
be  preferred  than  a  small  man. 

When  the  great  ideas  of  use,  of  citizenship, 
of  a  true  womanhood,  of  a  dignified  mother¬ 
hood,  shall  come  to  prevail  over  this  Turkish 
notion  of  toy  women,  .then  women  of  noble 
bearing  and  commanding  presence  will  be  the 
style ;  and  the  little  woman  will  suffer  the 
same  disadvantage,  in  the  matrimonial  market, 
that  a  little  man  does. 

I  beg  you  will  not  misunderstand  me.  1 
am  only  speaking  of  the  source  .of  a  fashion, 
a  prejudice,  a  false  preference.  Some  of  the 
most  lovely,  delightful  women,  as  well  as  the 
most  useful  women  I  have  ever  met,  were 
small. 
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However,  I  am  bound  in  truth  to  say  that, 
during  many  years,  I  have  been  on  the  qui 
vive  with  reference  to  the  differences  between 
the  large  and  the  small,  among  women,  and 
that  I  have  reached  the  conclusion  that  the 
average  large-sized  woman  is,  like  the  average 
large-sized  man,  superior  intellectually  and 
otherwise,  to  the  small-sized  one. 

Women  of  commanding  height,  average,  so 
far  as  my  observation  has  been  able  to  de¬ 
termine,  a  higher  morale,  a  more  dignified 
character,  and  greater  amiability  than  the  pe¬ 
tite  ones.  I  think  thm  statement  is  true  of 
both  sexes.  Little  men  are  more  irritable, 
nervous  and  unreliable,  as  a  class ,  than  large 
ones. 

Some  one  says,  “  I  don’t  believe  it;  its 
no  such  thing;  there’s  that  little  Mr.  R., 
who  is  the  brightest,  smartest  man  in  town.” 
This  is  not  at  all  improbable. 

But  what  do  you  think  of  this  fact :  At 


OUR  GIRLS. 


89 


one  time  in  the  history  of  our  great  Revolu¬ 
tionary  War,  about  fifteen  of  the  most  prom¬ 
inent  actors  in  that  memorable  struggle  hap¬ 
pened  to  meet  at  West  Point.  They  were 
weighed,  and  a  record  made.  I  have  that 
record.  Of  the  fifteen,  only  one  weighed  less 
than  two  hundred  pounds. 

A  small  man  weighs  one  hundred  and  twenty 
five  pounds.  How  many  men  of  that  size,  or 
near  that  size,  can  you  recal,  who  have  fig 
ured  among  the  solid,  great  men  in  the  world’s 
history?  We  can  recal  two  or  three  brilliant 
poets,  perhaps  as  many  celebrated  orators,  who 
were  small  men ;  but  when  we  look  among 
the  men  who  have  illustrated  the  great,  grand, 
solid,  enduring  traits  of  human  character,  in 
any  of  the  important  departments  of  life,  wre 
find  that,  almost  without  exception,  they  are 
above  the  average  size. 

If  women  were  prized  for  solidity  of  char¬ 
acter,  dignity  of  bearing,  strength  and  reli 
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ability  of  judgment  and  behavior,  —  if  the} 
were  prized  as  women  and  citizens,  rather 
than  as  darlings  and  toys,  there  cannot  be  a 
shadow  of  doubt,  that  women  of  good  size 
would  be  greatly  preferred,  as  a  class,  to 
small  ones. 

WHY  ARE  WOMEN  SO  SMALL? 

American  women  are  becoming  the  smallest 
among  the  civilized  peoples,  while  the  men 
are  among  the  largest.  Our  army  averaged 
larger  than  the  English,  French  or  German. 
But  look  at  the  droves  of  school  girls,  who, 
at  eighteen  or  twenty  years  of  age,  are  so 
small,  that  it  requires  a  stretch  of  the  imag¬ 
ination  to  think  of  them  as  wives  or  mothers. 

In  a  neighboring  state  I  was  trying  to  find 
the  house  of  a  friend,  and,  meeting  a  little 
girl,  I  said  :  — 

“  My  little  girl,  will  you  please  tell  me 
where  Col.  Grant’s  residence  is?” 
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“Yes,  my  little  boy;  he  resides  in  the 
second  house  on  the  right  hand,  my  little 
boy.” 

Now,  as  the  scales  always  allude  to  two 
hundred  and  odd  whenever  I  step  on,  her  re¬ 
mark  struck  me  as  sarcastic. 

I  said  at  once,  lifting  my  hat,  “I  hope 
you  will  pardon  me,  I  did  not  intend  any 
offence.  ” 

“All  right,”  said  she,  “but  I  thought  .1 
you  were  making  fun  of  me,  by  calling  me 
‘little  girl.’” 

“I  trust  you  will  believe  me  when  I  as¬ 
sure  you  that  nothing  was  farther  from  my 
mind ;  but  you  were  so  small,  I  supposed 
you  were  a  little  girl,  and  so,  without  think¬ 
ing,  I  called  you  so ;  it  is  so  dark  I  could 
not  see  your  face.” 

“All  right,  sir;  but  my  husband  would 
have  been  very  angry  if  he  had  heard  you 
call  me  a  little  girl” 
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Born  of  the  same  parents,  fed  at  the  same 
table,  educated  at  the  same  school,  why,  in 
America,  does  a  man  weigh  fifty  pounds  more 
than  a  woman? 

I  know  a  good  many  young  ladies,  very  ac¬ 
tive  in  the  matrimonial  market,  who  do  not 
weigh  more  than  ninety  pounds,  and,  poor  little 
silly  geese,  are  squeezing  themselves  as  tight 
as  possible  with  corsets. 

This  petite  size  can  be  accounted  for.  Noth 
mg,  to  my  mind,  is  plainer. 

Exercise  is  the  great  law  of  development 
Our  girls  have  no  adequate  exercise.  Be¬ 
sides,  the  organs  on  which  growth  depends, 
viz.,  the  lungs,  stomach  and  liver,  are  reduced, 
by  the  corset,  to  half  the  natural  size  and 
activity.  These  two  causes,  with  living  in 
the  shade,  explain  the  alarming  decrease  in 
the  size  of  the  average  American  womar 
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IDLENESS  AMONG  GIRLS. 


My  friend  Mr.  -  has  three  daughters 

and  two  sons.  The  girls  are  between  eighteen 
and  twenty-eight,  one  son  is  thirty-five  per¬ 
haps,  the  other  is  about  fourteen. 

The  father  keeps  a  trimmings  store.  The 
oldest  son  is  somewhere  in  the  West,  the 
youngest  son  has  already  left  school  to  assist 
his  father  in  the  store. 

The  three  girls  do  nothing  whatever  but 
dress,  play  a  little,  make  calls,  receive  calls, 
and  go  a  shopping,  and,  I  should  add,  that 
during  the  summer  they  visit  the  country,  for 
their  health. 

Twice  the  father  has  compromised  with  his 
creditors,  and  he  told  me  a  week  ago,  that 


94 


OUR  GIRLS. 


sleep,  appetite,  and  hope  had  all  left  him, 
that  he  had  just  borrowed  two  hundred  dol¬ 
lars  to  enable  his  girls  to  go  up  into  New 
Hampshire,  that  he  saw  nothing  but  ruin  be¬ 
fore  him,  that  he  was  completely  exhausted, 
that  he  had  recently  felt  symptoms  of  paraly¬ 
sis,  and  that  I  must  tell  him,  as  a  friend, 
what  he  could  do  to  save  himself  from  insan- 
ity. 

These  ejaculations  culminated  in  his  cover 
ing  his  face  with  his  hands,  and  bursting  into 
a  flood  of  tears. 

“  Why,  sir,”  said  he,  “I  owe  everybody. 
Even  that  faithful  creature  in  my  kitchen 
hasn’t  had  twenty  dollars  in  a  year.” 

A  FAMILY  COUNCIL. 

He  went  on:  “The  other  day  when  the 
girls  got  ready  to  go  into  the  country,  we 
held  our  first  family  council.  My  poor  wife, 
who  is  all  worn  out,  couldn’t  bear  to  have 
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the  girls  troubled  with  it.  She  thought  it 
wouldn’t  do  any  good,  and  that  we  had  bet¬ 
ter  keep  it  to  ourselves.  But  I  said,  ‘  no, 
for  once  we  will  have  a  fair  understanding.’ 

“  The  girls  were  to  go  on  Tuesday,  so  on 
Monday  evening  I  said  to  them,  ‘  now,  as 

you  are  going  away  to-morrow,  let  us  spend 
the  evening,  as  a  family,  alone.  I  want  to 
advise  with  you.’  They  were  very  good  about 
it ;  they  sent,  and  broke  an  engagement  with 
the  Browns,  and  we  all  got  together  in  the 
parlor.  I  tell  jmu  it  was  ticklish  business, 

though.  The  fact  is,  we  never  had  had  a 
perfectly  frank  talk  about  business  with  them. 

“  Mattie  was  all  curiosity,  and  began  at 

once :  ‘  What  in  the  world  is  it  all  about  ? 
Why,  father,  what  makes  you  look  so  awful 
solemn ;  and,  dear  mamma,  why,  you’re  as 

pale  as  a  ghost.’ 

“Well,  I  saw  we  were  in  for  it,  and  so  I 
just  let  right  out.  I  said,  ‘  Girls*  mother 
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and  I  Lave  talked  it  over,  night  after  night, 
and  we  have  concluded  that  we  ought  to  tell 
you  about  our  circumstances.  The  fact  is,  not 
to  be  mealy-mouthed  about  it,  we  are  all  on 
the  brink  of  ruin.  I  am  head  over  heels  in 
debt,  and  can’t  see  any  wTay  of  getting  out. 
Your  mother  and  I  are  nearly  worn  out  ;  we 
can’t  last  much  longer.  And  now,  we  both 
feel  that  we  ought  to  have  a  plain  talk  with 
you.’ 

“  Fanny  went  into  regular  hysterics.  My 
wife  said,  ‘  Don’t,  father,  don’t!’  Fanny  then 
began  to  cry  and  sob,  and  declared  she 
shouldn’t  sleep  a  minute  all  night,  she  was 
sure  she  shouldn’t  sleep  a  minute. 

“Mattie  declared  she  had  always  lived  like 
a  beggar,  never  had  a  sixpence  to  buy  any¬ 
thing  like  other  girls,  and  she  wished  she  had 
never,  never  been  born. 

“  Angie,  who  is  always  good  and  loving, 
said  she  was  very  sorry  for  us.  She  always 
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was  a  dear  child.  She  didn’t  care  what  the 
the  other  girls  said,  for  her  part,  she  was  real 
sorry  for  us,  and  what  was  more,  she  hoped 
that  business  would  soon  be  first-rate  again,  so 
that  we  could  all  have  plenty  of  money.  That 
child  has  always  been  a  real  comfort  to  us. 
She  wished  we  could  have  another  war,  it 
made  money  so  plenty.  I  tell  you  she  is  a 
sharp  one. 

“  Well,  the  whole  thing  ended  just  about 
as  my  wife  said  it  would  ;  it  really  didn’t  do 
any  good,  but,  you  see,  I  was  in  hopes  the 
girls  might  help  us  to  think  of  some  way  of 
cutting  down.  Of  course  I  don’t  blame  them, 
for,  you  know,  they  can’t  help  it. 

“Now,  my  dear  friend,  what  can  you  say? 
I  feel  as  if  my  hands  were  slipping,  as  if  I 
were  letting  go  of  everything.  What  shall  I 
do  ?  If  you  cam  think  of  anything,  do  tell 
me,  for  God’s  sake.” 

I  replied  :  “  My  friend,  I  comprehend  youi 
E 
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difficulty  ;  I  believe  I  understand  it  in  all  its 
bearings,  and  I  am  confident  I  can  help  you 
out. 

“  Send  for  your  daughters  to  come  home, 
at  once.  When  they  arrive,  call  another  fam 
ily  council.  Say  to  them,  4  My  dear  children, 
I  sent  for  you  for  imperative  reasons.  I  am 
worn  out,  in  debt,  wretchedly  unhappy,  dis¬ 
graced. —  I  can’t  live  in  this  way  any  longer. 
You  alone  can  save  me.  I  ask  you  to  aban¬ 
don,  at  once,  the  life  you  are  leading,  and 
help  your  mother  and  myself  to  bear  these 
burdens.  I  ask  you  to  go  with  me  to-morrow 
morning  to  the  store,  let  me  discharge  both 
of  the  clerks,  and  you  become  my  clerks.  My 
daughters,  if  you  will  do  this,  we  shall  all 
be  independent  and  happy.  Believe  me  when 
I  tell  you,  that  these  tortures  are  killing  me. 
While  you  are  all  asleep  in  your  beds,  your 
mother  and  I  are  grieving  and  often  weeping 
over  the  impending  ruin.  My  children,  will 
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you  save  us?  Your  large  acquaintance,  your 
education,  your  manners,  your  devotion  to  our 
interests,  will  turn  the  current  in  the  right 
direction.  * 

4  4  Possibly,’ ’  I  said,  “they  may  hesitate; 
but  I  don’t  believe  it.  In  any  event,  it  is 
the  right  thing  to  do.  If  it  should  turn  out 
that  they  draw  hack,  then  stand  up  like  an 
honest,  Christian  man,  and  declare,  *  I  will 
not  live  another  day  such  a  life  of  fraud ;  I 
will  not  ask  the  jobbers  to  trust  me  with  an¬ 
other  penny’s  worth  ;  I  will  no  longer  obtain 
goods  under  false  pretences.  If  worse  comes 
to  worst,  you,  my  daughters,  must  do  what 
thousands  of  young  women  have  done  before 
you,  —  go  out  into  the  world  and  earn  your 
own  bread.’ 

“My  friend,  I  have  given  you  the  plan, 
act  at  once.  Your  girls  will  join  you  with 
a  whole  heart,  and,  within  a  year,  they  will 
be  ten-fold  more  happy,  and  you  can  live  an 
honest,  manly  life.” 
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HOW  IT  TERMINATED. 

Of  course  you  ail  wish  to  know  how  it  came 
out.  The  reason  for  my  telling  you  this  story, 
is,  that  I  was  made  very  happy  yesterday,  on 
dropping  in  at  my  friend’s  store,  to  see,  that 
he  had  three  new  clerks,  and,  after  a  warm 
hand-shaking,  I  congratulated  them,  from  the 
bottom  of  my  heart,  on.  having  gone  into  busi¬ 
ness.  At  this  moment  the  father  called  me 
to  the  rear  of  the  store,  where  he  wished  to 
consult  me  about  a  new  window ;  but  all  he 
had  to  say,  was,  that  I  must  not  drop  a  word 
of  my  acquaintance  with  the  history  of  cer¬ 
tain  changes. 

“  All  right,  my  good  friend ;  ”  but  the  cau¬ 
tion  was  quite  unnecessary.  Of  course  the 
public  must  understand  that  it  was  of  their 
own  brave  hearts,  tkft  they  have  gone  into 
this  thing. 

The  father  dropped  in  last  evening  to  tell 
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He  had  three  new  clerks. 
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me  all  about  it.  He  wrung  my  hand,  laughed, 
cried,  and,  in  fact,  almost  went  into  some  of 
Fanny’s  hysterics. 

“Oh!”  said  he,  “it’s  all  right.  I  can 
see  the  light.  And  you  don’t  know  how 
happy  we  all  are.  The  girls  spend  their  time 
in  singing  about  the  house,  and  asking  my 
forgiveness.  It  seems  to  me  that  we  never 
knew  each  other  before.  Oh !  I  can  see  the 
light  now,  I  can  see  the  light !  Give  me  one 
year,  and  I  can  shout  victory ! 

“  But  you  ought  to  have  been  concealed 
where  you  could  have  overheard  our  council. 
It  lasted  till  near  morning,  and  the  first  half 
of  it  was  stormy  enough.  Fanny  declared  she 
would  die  first.  Mattie  said  she  would  put  on 
an  old  dress,  and  go  round  begging  cold  vict¬ 
uals.  Angie  proposed  that  they  should  go 
into  the  attic,  and  give  their  rooms  up  to 
boarders,  and  have  it  understood  that  they  had 
just  taken  a  few  friends  for  company.  But, 
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before  we  retired,  we  were  all  of  one  mind  ; 
we  all  saw  that  everything  but  the  store  was 
likely  to  prove  a  weak,  temporary  dodge. 

“‘It  is  just  as  you  told  me,  —  that  their 
life  of  indolence  and  selfish  indulgence  had 
brought  every  mean  trait  to  the  surface ;  but 
that  when  the  depths  were  stirred  I  should 
find  they  were  true  women.  Yes,  thank  God, 
they  are  true  wouien,  as  brave  girls  as  ever 
lived.  I  can’t  tell  you  how  happy  we  all  are. 
They  kissed  us  on  coming  to  the  breakfast 
table  this  morning  for  the  first  time  in  their 
lives.  We  are  entering  a  new  life.  They 
already  begin  to  wonder  how  they  could  have 
lived  such  a  life  of  idleness  and  good-for-noth- 
ingness. 

I  can’t  thank  you  enough.  When  the  girls 
are  quite  settled  in  their  new  life,  I  will  tell 
them  all  about  it,  and  they  will  invite  you 
down  to  spend  an  evening,  and  then  they  will 
thank  you  themselves.” 
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“  Save  yourself  that  trouble,”  I  replied. 
“  The  fact  is,  the  idea  is  not  original  with 
me  ;  half  the  men  in  town  feel  just  as  I  do 
about  this  fashionable  idleness  among  fashion¬ 
able  women.  In  thousands  of  families  it  in¬ 
volves  a  system  of  studied,  mean  pretence, 
fraud,  and  final  ruin. 

“Besides,  we  all  see  that,  under  its  baneful 
influence,  women  sadly  deteriorate. 

“Without  a  regular  occupation,  no  person, 
male  or  female,  can  preserve  a  sound  mind  in 
a  sound  body.” 
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IDLENESS  IS  FASHONABLE. 

Nothing,  perhaps,  is  more  fashionable  than 
idleness. 

We  all  agree,  in  theory,  at  least,  that  the 
meaning  of  life  is  found  in  that  little  word 
—  use ;  that  the  happiness  of  life  is  found  in 
work  ;  that  to  be  idle  is  to  be  miserable. 

Here,  however,  we  must  make  a  distinction. 
This  law  is  supposed  to  apply  only  to  men. 
Men  must  have  an  occupation.  If  a  man  is 
without  one,  we  at  once  begin  to  suspect  he 
must  have  some  evil  designs  upon  society. 
The  law  adds  to  the  punishment,  if  the  cul¬ 
prit  has  “no  visible  means  of  support.”  That 
alone  is  a  strong  fact  against  him. 

Not  only  the  law,  but  public  sentiment  de¬ 
mands  that  every  man  shall  do  something. 
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“He  is  an  idler,’ ’  disgraces  a  man  almost 
beyond  any  other  statement. 

Now  let  us  turn  to  the  other  side  of  the 
house.  In  America  we  have  a  million  young 
women  without  the  slightest  pretence  of  occu¬ 
pation.  They  spend  a  portion  of  their  time 
in  visiting.  Miss  Blanche  goes  to  New  York, 
in  the  winter,  to  spend  three  months  with 
her  very  dear  friend,  Miss  Nellie,  who,  in 
turn,  comes  to  spend  three  months  with  Miss 
Blanche  in  the  summer.  This  sort  of  ex¬ 
change  has  become  an  immense  system.  Blanche 
and  Nellie,  with  this  arrangement,  work  off 
six  months  of  the  year,  and,  adding  one  or 
two  other  little  affairs  of  a  similar  kind,  they 
fill  up  the  residue  of  the  time  with  the  dress¬ 
maker,  piano  practice,  the  theatre,  working 
sickly-lboking  pink  dogs  in  worsted,  lying 
late  in  the  morning,  dressing  three  times  a 
day,  and  reading  a  few  novels.  A  million 

young  women  of  the  better  (?)  classes,  in 
E*  * 
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America,  are  training  themselves  for  the  fu¬ 
ture  by  these  methods. 

A  single  year  of  such  life  would  half  ruin 
a  young  man.  Ilis  mind  would  become  un¬ 
steady,  his  will  weak  and  vacillating,  his 
body  soft  and  delicate.  Add  a  “  glove-fitting 
corset”  to  his  wardrobe,  and  in  a  few  years 
he  would  be  utterly  unfit  for  husband,  father 
or  citizen. 

Can  any  one  give  us  a  physiological  or 
metaphysical  reason  why  girls  should  not  suf¬ 
fer  the  same  deterioration?  Would  you  like 
direct  proof  that  they  do?  Listen  to  the  con¬ 
versation  of  young  women,  —  educated  young 
ladies !  —  Beaux,  bows,  engagements,  lovely, 
Charley,  bonnets,  Gus,  parties,  splendid  fel¬ 
low,  ribbons,  trails,  engaged,  etc.,  etc.,  till 
midnight. 

Watch  them  as  they  walk  past  this  win¬ 
dow.  Does  that  look  like  the  earnest  pur¬ 
suit  of  any  object  in  life?  If  so,  they  cer- 
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tainly  won’t  catch  it.  Look  at  their  bare 
arms,  —  candle-dips,  No.  8. 

No  “right”  of  women  is  so  precious,  so 
vital  to  their  welfare,  present  and  future,  as 
the  right  to  work. 

Even  if  a  girl  had  no  other  object  in  life 
than  to  get  a  husband,  no  investment  would 
pay  like  an  occupation.  It  would  give  her 
independence  and  dignity.  Margaret  Fuller 
says :  — 

“  That  the  hand  may  be  given  with  dig 
nity,  she  must  be  able  to  stand  alone.” 

Nothing  disgusts  young  men  like  the  un¬ 
disguised  eagerness  with  which  their  advances 
are  met.  Is  a  young  man  a  “catch?”  send 
him  to  Saratoga  and  watch  a  few  days.  The 
girls  do  not  get  down  on  their  knees  at  his 
feet,  and  implore  him  to  take  pity  on  them 
and  marry  them,  but  they  do  everything  else 
that  can  be  conceived  of. 

In  order  that  women  may  marry  generally, 
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and  without  sacrificing  themselves,  that  their 
hearts  may  determine  their  choice  ;  to  the  end 
that  marriage  may  be  true  marriage ,  and  not 
a  contract  for  board,  women  must  not  be 
compelled  to  choose  between  marriage  and 
starvation. 

Of  course  you  will  say  that  men  despise 
working-women,  that  they  pass  them  by  on 
the  other  side,  and  seek  ladies;  by  which  you 
mean  such  girls  as  have  no  regular  occupa¬ 
tion.  For  a  consideration  of  this  point,  the 
reader  is  referred  to  the  article,  “  A  Short 
Sermon-  about  Matrimony.” 
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WORK  IS  FOR  THE  POOR. 


We  all  know  that  happiness  comes  of  oc¬ 
cupation  ;  and  the  work  must  not  be  irregu¬ 
lar  and  occasional,  and  such  as  we  have  to 
look  up  for  exercise,  but  it  must  be  regular ; 
and,  to  produce  the  best  results,  it  must  not 
be  optional,  but  imperative. 

What  an  ingenious  device  of  the  spirit  of 
caste  to  represent  that  work  is  a  badge  of 
the  low  class.  How  he  cheats  the  possessors 
of  wealth  out  of  all  happiness  by  this  mean 
lie. 

A  man,  or,  if  you  please,  a  woman,  comes 

% 

into  possession  of  wealth.  With  this  there 
come  the  picture  gallery,  the  beautiful  grounds, 
the  perfect  house,  —  everything  to  gratify  hei 
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taste,  every  external  good  ;  but  caste  whis¬ 
pers  in  her  ear,  that  rich  people  must  not 

work,  —  work  is  a  badge  of  poverty. 

Caught  with  this  trick,  she  soon  has  no 
palate  for  the  delicious  fruits,  no  eye  for 
beauty,  no  relish  for  the  thousand  sweet  and 
beautiful  things  which  cluster  about  her ;  and, 
ere  long,  she  would  fain  change  places  with 
the  jolly  Irishwoman  who  sweats  over  her 

wash-tub. 

WORK  FOR  RICH  GIRLS. 

You  understand  all  this,  and  you  want  to 
work ;  but  the  difficulty  is  to  find  something 
to  do.  Housekeeping,  with  its  thousand  and 

one  duties,  offers  a  useful  and  pleasant  field ; 
but  I  will  suppose  that  you  have  already  been 
too  much  in  the  house,  and  greatly  need  to 
go  out  into  the  air  and  sunshine. 

Now,  dear  girls,  let  me  suggest  something 
for  you,  something  you  will  like,  and  in  which 
you  will  be,  after  a  little,  very  happy.  Go 
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to  bed  to-night  early,  say  at  half- past  eight 
o’clock,  and  rise  to-morrow  morning  at  six 
o’clock.  I  will  suppose  that  you  reside  in  a 
large  town,  or  a  city.  Go  at  once  to  the 
suburbs,  and  you  will  find  the  abodes  of  pov¬ 
erty.  March  boldly  up  to  one  of  them,  and 
say :  — 

“Good  morning;  how  de  do,  folkses? 
Thought  I’d  just  come  out  and  see  how  the 
the  morning  air  tasted !  ” 

If  you  are  in  right  down  earnest,  it  won’t 
take  you  five  minutes  to  establish  yourself  in 
the  confidence  of  Bridget  O’ Flaherty.  And 
if  your  voice  *  and  manner  are  of  just  the 
right  sort,  there  will  follow  such  a  wondrous 
disclosure  of  family  secrets !  You  will  be  told 
all  about  Michael’s  stone-bruise,  and  Patrick’s 
sore  toe ;  probably  the  boys  will  be  hauled 
out  of  bed  to  show  you.  But  I  must  leave 
the  secrets  to  your  imagination,  or,  what  is 
better,  to  an  actual  trial. 
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You  find  that  the  mother  herself  needs  a 
new  dress  that  she  may  attend  mass,  and 
you  make  a  note  of  it.  The  little  girl  needs 
a  dress,  and  a  pair  of  shoes.  The  next  morn¬ 
ing  you  carry  a  bundle  with  your  own  hands, 
and  leave  it  with  the  promise  that  you  will 
come  again  in  a  few  days. 

Put  together  all  the  soft,  polite  things  that 
your  fashionable  friends  have  ever  said  of  you, 
and  as  the  zephyr  to  the  tornado,  so  would 
they  all  be  compared  to  the  gratitude,  the 
admiration,  the  “  God  bless  her,”  the  “  dear 
swate  angel,”  the  very  worship  which  that 
household  would  pour  out  upbn  you  during 
the  few  days  before  the  next  visit ;  and  when 
you  do  go  again,  the  shanty  has  been  thor¬ 
oughly  cleaned  and  white- washed,  the  chil¬ 
dren’s  feet  have  been  soaked  and  scrubbed, 
so  that  the  actual  skin  has  been  brought  in¬ 
to  view ;  and  everything  has  become  wonder¬ 
fully  smart.  Tell  them  of  the  heart  pleasure 
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which  all  this  change  gives  you,  and  then 
speak  warmly  of  the  great  advantage  of  such 
cleanliness,  of  ventilation,  and  of  such  other 
matters  as  you  see  they  are  ignorant  of. 

And  now  you  mustn’t  blame  them  for  cast¬ 
ing  surreptitious  glances  at  your  covered  bas¬ 
ket  ;  they  can’t  help  it,  poor  things.  They 
try  not  to  look  that  way,  but  their  imagina¬ 
tions  are  very  busy  with  the  contents  of  that 
basket.  At  length  you  open  it,  and  taking 
out  a  bowl,  you  say :  — 

“  Mrs.  O’Flaherty,  I  am  really  troubled 
about  Katie’s  being  so  thin.  Here  is  some 
Scotch  oat-meal,  and  if  you  will  try  her  with 
some  oat-meal  porridge,  I  am  sure  it  will  do 
her  good.  If  you  think,  after  a  little,  that 
it’s  doing  her  good,  I  will  bring  you  more 
of  it.” 

But  oh,  how  the  youngsters  long  to  see 
what  else  there  is  in  that  basket.  After  a 
moment,  you  put  your  hand  in,  and  begin  to 
take  out  things. 
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“  Now,  ISJrs.  O’Flaherty,  you  won’t  blame 
me,  will  jou?  I  just  brought  down  a  few 
little  things ;  they  are  of  no  great  value,  but 
I  thought  you  might  as  well  use  them,  as 
to  have  them  lie  idle.  Here  are  a  few  pairs 
of  woolen  stockings  which  I  have  mended  all 
nicely  for  you.  And  here  is  a  lot  of  collars 
and  handkerchiefs  which,  perhaps,  you  may 
make  some  use  of ;  if  so,  I  am  sure  you  are 
welcome  to  them.” 

“  And  now,  Katie,  I  have  brought  a  picture 
for  you.  I  saw  it  in  a  shop  window  yester¬ 
day,  and  thought  you  might  like  it.  There, 
do  you  know  what  that  is?” 

“  Why,  yes  mum ;  that’s  a  picture  of  the 
Blessed  Virgin !  Be’s  you  a  Catholic,  mum?” 

“No,  Katie,  I  am  not  a  Catholic ;  but  I 
can’t  see  any  harm  in  a  picture  of  the  dear 
Mother  of  Christ.” 

“  Oh,  I  thank  you  mum,  I  thank  you  with 
all  my  heart.” 
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“And  now,  Katie,  can’t  you  get  a  frame 
for  this?” 

“  Oh  yes,  mum,  I  can  get  a  frame ;  I  will 
get  a  frame  in  some  way.” 

When  you  go  again,  a  week  later,  what  a 
flutter  in  the  neighborhood  !  Eyes,  eyes  every¬ 
where.  All  the  neighboring  shanties  are  alive 
to  see  that  “blessed,  swate  angel.” 

As  you  approach  the  O’ Flaherty’s,  they  are 
all  out,  looking  wondrously  smart,  and  the  old 
man,  for  the  first  time,  is  without  his  pipe. 
Your  remark  about  tobacco  seems  to  be  work¬ 
ing.  Katie  is  the  first  to  reach  you,  and  she 
holds  up  in  her  hands  the  picture,  in  a  nice 
little  gilt  frame. 

But  how  can  I  describe  your  reception  ? 
Talk  of  Jenny  Lind  at  Castle  Garden,  —  that 
was  a  fashionable  splurge.  Talk  of  the  re¬ 
ception  of  a  returning  congressman,  —  that 
gives  the  Mayor  and  Aldermen  a  chance  to 
ride  in  barouches,  make  speeches,  and  dine 
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at  the  expense  of  the  corporation.  Your  re¬ 
ception  in  Michael  O’ Flaherty’s  yard  is  more 
hearty,  grateful  and  earnest,  than  any  of  the 
fashionable  welcomes.  It  comes  from  their  very 
hearts,  and  would  be  just  as  warm  if  they 
knew  you  had  come  to  bid  them  a  final  fare¬ 
well. 

Suppose  some  rich  old  curmudgeon  had  given 
them  a  few  dollars,  with  which  they  had  pui 
chased  the  things  you  have  given  them.  Would 
they  rush  out  to  welcome  him?  would  they 
clean  up  the  cabin?  would  the  children’s  eyes 
sparkle  with  gratitude  and  love?  No,  oh  no! 
It  is  not  the  mended  stockings,  the  bowl  of 
oat-meal,  or  the  picture  which  has  so  touched 
them,  but  it  is  the  gentle,  loving  spirit  in 
which  you  have  visited  them.  The  poor  and 
lowly  are  strangely  and  wonderfully  suscepti¬ 
ble  to  such  treatment. 

A  bright  woman,  residing  in  a  small  city 
in  the  state  of  New  York,  who  was  a  true 
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follower  of  Christ,  for,  like  him,  she  went 
about  doing  good,  happened  to  go  into  an 
Irish  neighborhood  where  the  measles  were 
raging,  during  October.  She  showed  herself 
an  angel  of  mercy,  though  her  health  was  so 
delicate  that  she  could  do  nothing  more  than 

to  ride  over  in  her  carriage,  and  distribute 

gruel,  soup,  and  good  counsel. 

After  the  election  in  November,  it  came  to 
be  known  that  about  fifteen  Irish  voters,  from 

the  neighborhood  where  Mrs.  M -  had  acted 

the  good  Samaritan,  had  put  in  Republican 
votes,  whereat  the  Democratic  managers  of  the 
ward  were  exceeding  •  wroth.  The  delinquents 
were  visited  and  labored  with. 

“  What  made  you  go  and  vote  for  that 
-  nigger  candidate?” 

At  first  they  refused  to  divulge.  But,  at 
length,  it  came  out  that  the  candidate’s  wife, 

Mrs.  M - ,  had  helped  their  families  through 

Ihe  measles.  And  although  their  Mrs.  M - 
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was  not,  in  fact,  the  wife  of  the  candidate, 
was  not  even  acquainted  with  him,  it  was 
enough  for  those  grateful  Irishmen  that  the 
name  was  the  same. 

A  TRUE  LOVE  STORY. 

For  years  I  have  advised  idle  young  ladies, 
who  were  longing  for  something  to  do,  to  look 
up  poor,  unhappy  families,  and  minister  to 
their  hungry  bodies  and  hungry  hearts.  I 
could  give  you  a  great  many  interesting  cases, 
but  one  is  such  a  pleasant  little  love  story,  I 
must  tell  it  to  you.  With  the  exception  of 
the  names,  the  story  is  a  true  one. 

Twenty  years  ago  I  Was  practising  my  pro¬ 
fession  in  a  western  city.  Among  my  pa¬ 
tients  was  a  Miss  Dinsmore,  a  lady  of  nearly 
thirty  years.  Her  case  was  what  she  called 
the  dumps.  I  thought  it  indigestion  and  gen¬ 
eral  debility.  After  two  weeks,  she  began  to 
ride  out  again,  and  seemed  to  be  doing  well 
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enough,  when  one  day  she  astonished  me  by 
exclaiming,  “  Oh  !  I  wish  I  was  dead !  ”  Af¬ 
ter  some  hesitation,  she  told  me  that  she  was 
perfectly  disgusted  with  life,  etc.,  etc. 

I  advised  her  to  go  out  a  mile  on  Marble 
Street  and  look  up  a  poor  widow  woman,  a 
patient  of  mine,  and  see  if  she  could  not 
do  something  to  make  her  comfortable.  She 
couldn’t  think  of  it ;  she  had  troubles  enough 
of  her  own ;  but,  after  a  little  urging,  she 
consented  to  ride  that  way  in  the  morning, 
and  see  if  she  could  do  anything.  Before  the 
next  noon  she  was  at  my  office  with  a  most 
pitiful  story  about  “that  poor  sufferer.”  I 
rode  out  with  her  at  once,  and  found  that 
Mrs.  Ramsey  needed  some  beef-soup  and  some 
flannels.  Miss  Dinsmore  volunteered  to  bring 
them  within  an  hour.  My  poor  Mrs.  Ramsey 
had  pretty  good  times  after  that. 

I  soon  had  about  ten  poor  patients  in  Miss 
Dinsmore’ s  hands.  Her  sympathy  and  devotion 
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were  often  more  curative  than  my  dootor-stuffs. 
At  length,  she  gave  me  carte  blanche  to  send 
any  poor,  sick  ones,  who  needed  help ;  and, 
from  having  been  a  slave  to  a  round  of  fash¬ 
ionable  dissipations,  she  soon  became  the  most 
devoted  friend  of  the  sick  and  suffering.  To 
those  who  have  studied  the  causes  of  bad  health 
among  the  devotees  of  fashion,  I  need  not  say 
that  MiSs  Dinsmore  soon  became  healthy  and 
very  happy. 

Charles  Finlay,  a  young  man  of  twenty- 
five  years,  came  to  our  city,  from  Philadel¬ 
phia,  to  establish  a  large  manufacturing  busi¬ 
ness.  He  was  immediately  successful,  and 
quickly  won  his  way  to  the  confidence  of  our 
business  men.’  Possessed  of  noble  person,  fine 
culture,  and  singularly  sweet  manners,  he  was 
soon  regarded  as  the  greatest  “  catch  ”  in 
town,  and  innumerable  caps  were  accordingly 
set  for  him. 

While  trying  an  agricultural  machine,  one 


OUR  GIRLS. 


121 


of  his  hands  was  seriously  hurt,  and  he  sent 
for  me.  It  was  my  first  personal  acquaint 
ance  with  him,  though  I  had  long  known  him 
by  reputation.  After  amputating  one  finger, 

1  contrived  to  save  the  residue  of  his  hand. 
Our  daily  intercourse  continued  for  several 
weeks,  and  we  became  very  good  friends. 
Among  other  subjects,  we  discussed  matri¬ 
mony. 

I  said,  one  evening,  “  Finlay,  why  don’t 
you  get  a  wife?” 

“Well,  my  friend,”  said  he,  “that’s  a  long 
story.  I  will  tell  you  all  about  that,  some¬ 
time.” 

At  my  next  visit  he  said  :  — 

“Doctor,  speaking  of  matrimony,  did  you* 
know  that  I  had  purchased  the  Temple  estate 
on  Bernard  Street?” 

“  No ;  and  then  you  have  concluded  to  es¬ 
tablish  a  home  of  your  own.  And  who  is 
the  happy  woman  ?  for  most  sincerely  I  do 

regard  her  as  happy  in  such  an  union.” 

F 


122 


OUR  GIRLS. 


“  Ah,  my  friend,  you  are  getting  on  too 
fast.  I  have  no  definite  purpose  in  regard 
to  matrimony.  Mrs.  Oliver,  on  hearing  that 
I  had  purchased  a  house,  sought  me  out  di¬ 
rectly,  and  exclaimed,  ‘  Now  you  have  a 
cage,  of  course  you  must  have  a  bird  to  put 
into  it.’  I  wonder  if  she  thinks  me  silly 
enough  to  marry  one  of  her  daughters  ?  Why, 
I  should  infinitely  prefer  one  of  those  show- 
figures  in  the  shop  windows.  They  look  full 
as  well,  have  about  as  much  heart,  and  then 
they  won’t  get  sick.  I  don’t  want  a  bird 
for  my  cage.  That’s  just  what  fashionable 
wives  are,  —  pretty  birds,  kept  in  beautiful 
cages.  I  don’t  want,  and  I  won’t  have  any- 
•  thing  of  the  kind.  What  I  want  is  a  true 
wife,  a  real,  substantial  woman,  a  compan¬ 
ion,  an  adviser,  a  friend,  one  whose  voice  is 
not  a  mere  echo  of  mine,  but  who  has  a  dis¬ 
tinct  individuality,  with  judgment,  opinions 
and  will  of  her  own.  Of  course  I  know  that 
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most  fashionable  ladies  are  better  than  they 
seem,  that  this  contemptible  disguise  which 
they  wear,  —  this  falsehood  which  they  re¬ 
peat  in  the  hair,  the  skin,  the  shape  and 
form  of  each  and  every  part  of  the  body,  is 
not  deliberate  falsehood,  but  the  result  of  a 
thoughtless  compliance  with  fashion ;  but  it 
is  very  difficult  for  me  to  separate  the  woman 
from  the  lie.  ‘And  then  their  voices !  how 
utterly  affected !  no  matter  what  the  natural 
voice  may  be,  every  one  learns  exactly  the 
same  ridiculous  intonation/’ 

Here  I  interrupted  him  with :  — 

“Hold  on,  my  friend,  hold  on!  I  really 
can’t  stand  this  any  longer.  You  greatly  un¬ 
derrate  fashionable  ladies.  They  seem  to  you 
silly,  false  and  unworthy ;  but  many  of  them 
are  not  a  hundredth  part  as  false  and  silly 
as  their  dress  and  conversation.  Many  of 
these  ladies  who  now  seem  so  preposterous 
and  absurd,  will,  when  married,  and  fairly 
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settled  down,  cast  off  this  burlesque,  and  be¬ 
come  sober,  solid  women.” 

“  But,  as  they  all  dress  and  talk  exactly 
alike,  how  am  I  to  tell  which  is  which  and 
who  is  who?” 

“  Well,  well,  I  must  leave  you ;  I  have 
an  engagement.” 

On  my  rounds  I  kept  thinking  what  a  per¬ 
fect  couple  Miss  Dinsmore  and  Mr.  Finlay 
would  make !  I  determined,  without  saying 
a  word  to  either,  to  give  them  an  opportu¬ 
nity  to  see  each  other.  Fortunately  for  my 
plan,  Miss  Dinsmore  had  just  begun  to  make 
her  rounds  early  in  the  morning,  and  on 
foot.  I  advised  Mr.  Finlay  to  take  an  early 
ride,  and  that  he  might  have  company,  I  in¬ 
vited  him  to  go  with  me  in  my  early  morn¬ 
ing  round.  I  took  him  through  Miss  Dins- 
tnore’s  parish,  and,  as  I  had  calculated,  we 
met  her  with  a  basket  on  her  arm.  I  drew 
up  to  make  some  inquiries  about  several  pooi 
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and  sick  ones,  for  whom  we  were  both  inter 
ested.  J  ast  before  we  started  on,  I  said, 
“  Mr.  Finlay,  this  is  my  friend,  Miss  Dins- 
more.”  Five  mornings  in  succession  we  rode 
in  the  same  direction,  and  every  morning  but 
one  we  met  Miss  Dinsmore'.  I  was  pleased 
to  notice  that,  as  we  approached  one  partic¬ 
ular  neighborhood,  my  friend  became  a  little 
wandering  in  his  conversation,  and  used  his 
eyes  with  a  marked  earnestness. 

It  struck  me  as  very  curious  that,  although 
Finlay  protracted  the  conversation  more  and 
more  each  morning  on  meeting  Miss  Dins- 
inore,  making  many  inquiries  about  her  pro¬ 
teges ,  and  showing  a  singular  interest  in  her 
work,  he  did  not  allude  to  her  during  the 
subsequent  part  of  the  ride,  nor  at  any  other 
time. 

After  a  week  or  so,  he  said,  when  I  called 
for  him,  that  he  was  getting  so  well,  he 
thought  it  his  duty  to  attend  to  business.  The 
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very  next  day,  when  calling  upon  the  pool 
widow,  to  whom  I  had  first  sent  Miss  Dins 
more,  she  asked,  as  I  was  about  to  leave,  — 

“  Doctor,  who  was  that  gentleman  that  came 
here  with  Miss  Swan  yesterday?  He  seemed 
a  very  nice  man.”  (I  will  here  state  that, 
to  save  the  feelings  of  her  fashionable  friends, 
Miss  Dinsmore  introduced  herself  as  Miss  Swan 
to  all  her  beneficiaries.) 

“What  kind  of  a  looking  man  was  he?” 
I  asked. 

“  A  large,  tall  man,  with  a  black  beard, 
and  he  carried  his  right  hand  in  a  sling.  He 
carried  Miss  Swan’s  basket  in  his  other  hand.” 

“Well,”  I  said,  “I  suppose  it’s  some  friend 
of  hers.” 

“Oh!”  exclaimed  the  poor  widow,  “I 
trembled  for  fear  that  it  might  be  some  one 
who  was  going  to  marry  her,  and  take  her 
away  from  me.  If  that  dear,  blessed  angel 
should  be  taken  away  from  me,  I  am  sure  I 
should  die.” 
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“  Never  you  fear ;  I  think  I  know  all 
about  him.” 

So,  so,  Mr.  Charles  Finlay,  Esq.,  you  are 
knocking  all  my  plans  into  “pi.”  I  had  got 
it  fixed  in  my  mind  that  I  should  invite  you 
to  spend  an  evening  at  my  house,  and  then 
I  would  invite  Miss  Dinsmore  to  drop  in  on 
some  pretence,  and  so  on,  and  so  on,  and  in 
less  than  half  a  year,  I  should  have  you  head 
over  ears  in  love,  and  then  all  your  lives  you 
would  think  of  me  as  the  occasion  of  all  your 
happiness ;  and  here  you  are,  just  off  a  sick¬ 
bed,  with  only  one  hand,  carrying  round  a 
big  provision  basket  before  breakfast,  at  Miss 
Dinsmore’s  very  heels.  So,  so,  Mr.  Charles 
Finlay,  Esq. 

Little  Charley  Finlay,  during  an  attack  of 
scarlatina,  had  a  convulsion.  The  fond  pa¬ 
rents  urged  me,  as  a  special  favor,  to  remain 
during  the  night  with  them.  As  there  was 
nothing  to  do  but  to  wait  while  the  little 
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one  slept,  we  fell  into  a  pleasant  talk  about 
old  times  ;  and  then  I  told  them  the  part  which 
I  had  played  in  their  first  acquaintance,  and 
the  hearty  laughs  I  had  had  over  that  tall, 
black  -  whiskered  porter,  with  one  arm  in  a 
sling,  following  a  quiet  lady,  with  a  basket 
of  provisions.  And,  although  they  had  been 
so  very  quiet  about  it  all,  and,  although  said 
porter  had  followed  said  quiet  lady  about  among 
the  hovels  every  day  for  two  or  three  months, 
and,  although  both  lady  and  porter  saw  me 
frequently,  and  always  kept  profoundly  mum 
about  things,  that  I  presumed  I  had  heard 
all  about  their  doings  and  sayings  among  their 
parishoners,  almost  every  day,  from  the  time 
I  took  the  porter  in  my  carriage  down  Mar¬ 
ble  Street,  one  fine  morning,  on  purpose  to 
get  him  a  situation,  up  to  the  time  when  said 
black-whiskered  porter  came  into  my  office  one 
evening,  and  revealed  unto  me  as  follows  *  — 

<c  My  friend,  do  you  remember  that  Miss 
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Dinsmore,  to  whom  you  introduced  me  one 
morning,  down  in  the  mud  in  Marble  Street?" 

“Let  me  see;  was  she  a  tall  blonde?" 

“  Yes,  that’s  the  one." 

“  Oh,  certainly,  I  remember  her  very  well. 
Where  is  she  now,  I  wonder?  (I  had  had 
an  interview  with  her  that  very  afternoon.) 

And  then  the  tall  porter  told  me,  with 
glistening  eyes,  that  I  would  receive,  the  very 
next  day,  an  invitation  card  or  cards  invit¬ 
ing  me  to  attend,  etc.,  etc.  He  was  delight¬ 
ed  at  my  surprise  and  astonishment. 

Notwithstanding  the  occasion  of  our  long 
night-watch,  the  mother  declared  she  would, 
as  soon  as  Charley  was  well,  box  my  ears, 
while  she  did  not  forget,  the  next  time  she 
had  occasion  to  rise  to  attend  to  our  little 
patient,  to  take  a  seat  by  the  side  of  her 
noble  husband,  and  assure  him,  by  a  fond 
pressure  of  the  hand,  that  the  memories  were 

all  very  precious  to  her. 

F* 
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Moral  Young  women  who  desire  the  com¬ 
pany  and  assistance  of  black- whiskered  porters, 
should  go  down  Marble  Street  early  in  the 
morning,  with  a  basket  of  provisions  for  (he 
widow  Ramsey. 
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EMPLOYMENTS  FOR  WOMEN. 


In  the  “  Cyclopaedia  of  Woman’s  Work,” 
by  Virginia  Penny,  I  find  invaluable  sugges¬ 
tions. 

There  are  a  great  many  occupations  at 
present  pursued  exclusively  by  men,  which 
offer  no  considerable  difficulties  to  women. 
Miss  Penny  mentions  more  than  five  hundred 
employments  in  which  there  are  no  insur¬ 
mountable  difficulties  to  women,  but  which  are 
pursued  almost  exclusively  by  men.  I  will 
mention  some  of  these,  without  pursuing  the 
order  which  Miss  Penny  has  chosen,  or  using 
her  language.  But  it  must  not  be  forgotten, 
that  to  this  indefatigable  woman  I  am  indebt¬ 
ed  for  many  of  the  hints  given  under  this 
head. 
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AMANUENSES. 

The  phonographio  amanuensis  has  become 
an  absolute  necessity  to  literary  men,  and  to 
business  men  of  large  correspondence.  The 
art  of  phonography  is  not  a  difficult  one  to 
learn ;  a  moderate  degree  of  rapidity  is  easily 
acquired,  and  first-class  rapidity  is  not  beyond 
the  reach  of  many  persons.  I  have  conversed 
with  professional  phonographers,  and  the  gen¬ 
eral  impression  is,  that  women  are  particular¬ 
ly  w.ell  adapted  to  the  art  of  phonography. 
The  compensation,  turning,  of  course,  upon 
the  rapidity,  would  range  from  five  hundred 
to  ten  hundred  dollars  a  year.  The  hours 
would  not  he  long.  The  occupation  is,  in 
many  respects,  a  happy  one  for  women. 

BANK  CLERKS. 

The  clerk  services  of  a  bank  may  be  per¬ 
formed  by  women.  Their  writing  is  as  near. 
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their  reckoning  as  reliable,  their  devotion  to 
business  as  certain,  while  they  would  not  be 
tempted,  by  gambling,  fast  horses,  and  other 
expensive  forms  of  dissipation,  to  steal.  It 
is  quite  clear  that  vast  sums  of  money  would 
be  saved  to  banks  by  the  employment  of 
women  as  clerks.  Cases  of  defalcation  would, 
under  their  hands,  become  exceedingly  rare. 

BROKERS. 

Already  we  have  firms  of  female  brokers. 
This  is  wise  and  right.  Broker’s  establish¬ 
ments,  whether  conducted  by  men  or  women, 
must  have  many  clerks.  What  has  been  said 
about  the  employment  of  female  clerks  in  banks, 
is  applicable  to  the  establishments  of  brokers. 

COPYISTS. 

Already  thousands  of  women  are  employed 
as  copyists.  Several  hundred  find  opportunity 
in  Washington  alone,  and  some  of  them  re¬ 
ceive  twelve  hundred  dollars  a  year.  A  great 
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many  lawyers  in  our  cities  employ  women  as 
copyists.  Indeed,  in  the  thousand  and  one  in¬ 
stitutions  and  business  houses,  lawyer’s  offices, 
and  so  on,  women  are  already  employed  as 
copyists.  The  occupation  is  a  good  one,  well 
adapted  to  women,  and  will  engage  a  con¬ 
stantly  increasing  number. 

DENTISTS. 

Nothing  has  surprised  me  more,  than  that 
women  ha,ve  not  engaged  in  the  profession  of 
dentistry.  Her  gentle  touch,  the  size  and 
flexibility  of  her  fingers,  her  quick  sympa¬ 
thies,  her  instinctive  sense  of  proportion  and 
beauty,  and  her  conscientiousness  present,  al¬ 
together,  singular  qualifications  for  the  dental 
profession.  Dentistry  is  a  lucrative  business, 
and  the  doors  are  wide  open  to  women. 

LAWYERS. 

Theodore  Parker  said :  “As  yet,  I  believe, 
no  woman  acts  as  a  lawyer ;  but  I  see  no 
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reason  why  the  profession  of  law  might  not 
be  followed  by  women  as  well  as  men.  He 
must  be  rather  an  uncommon  lawyer  who 
thinks  that  no  feminine  head  could  compete 
with  him.  Most  lawyers  that  I  have  known 
are  rather  mechanics .  at  law,  than  attorneys 
or  scholars  at  law,  and,  in  the  mechanical 
part,  woman  could  do  as  well  as  man,  —  could 
be  as  good  a  conveyancer,  could  follow  prec¬ 
edents  as  carefully,  and  copy  forms  as  nicely. 
I  think  her  presence  would  mend  the  manners 
of  the  court,  of  the  bench  not  less  than  of 
the  bar.” 

Christina  Pisani  wrote  a  work,  which  was 
published  in  Paris  in  1498.  It  gives  an  ac¬ 
count  of  the  learned  and  famous  Novella,  the 
daughter  of  a  professor  of  law  in  the  univer 
sity  of  Bologna.  She  devoted  herself  to  the 
same  studies,  and  was  distinguished  for  her 
scholarship.  She  conducted  her  father’s  cases, 
and,  having  as  much  beauty  as  learning,  was 
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wont  to  appear  in  court,  veiled.  At  twenty- 
six  she  took  the  degree  of  LL.D.,  and  began 
publicly  to  expound  the  laws  of  Justinian.  At 
thirty  she  was  elevated  to  a  professor’s  chair, 
and  taught  the  law  to  a  crowd  of  scholars 
from  all  nations.  Others  of  her  sex  have 
since  filled  professor’s  chairs  in  Bologna. 

I  have  seen  a  good  deal  of  lawyers,  and  I 
am  free  to  express  the  opinion  that  women 
would  inevitably  cleanse  and  elevate  that  pro¬ 
fession.  As  a  very  large  portion  of  legal  busi¬ 
ness  consists  in  writing  out  deeds,  mortgages, 
wills,  indentures,  and  other  kindred  documents, 
no  one  will  doubt  that,  at  least  in  these  de¬ 
partments,  women  would  prove  successful.  And 
after  listening,  from  time  to  time,  during  the 
last  twenty  years,  to  female  lecturers,  especi¬ 
ally  in  connection  with  the  reforms  in  laws 
advocated  by  the  “woman’s  rights”  women, 
I  cannot  doubt  that  they  would  make  suc¬ 
cessful  advocates  at  the  bar.  I  should  not 
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urge  young  women  to  prepare  themselves  for 
the  legal  profession,  as  I  think  it  would  be 
better  to  leave  the  question  of  propriety  to 
their  keen  instincts ;  but  if  they  decide  to 
enter  that  profession,  I  shall,  if  possible,  be 
there  to  hear  their  first  speech  at  the  bar. 

LECTURERS. 

It  seems  unnecessary  to  comment  on  the 
fitness  of  woman  for  the  platform.  She  has 
exhibited  a  singular  adaptation  to  this,  the 
most  public  of  all  possible  lives,  and  know¬ 
ing,  as  I  do,  personally,  most  of  the  female 
lecturers  in  the  country,  I  would  add,  that 
the  platform  has  not  demoralized  them.  The 
leading  female  lecturers  in  America  are  among 
the  most  womanly  women  whom  I  have  the 
honor  to  know.  The  field  is  immense,  and 
would  welcome  many  additions. 

Lectures  upon  health  to  women,  by  women, 
are  very  useful,  and  have  almost  uniformly 
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proved  a  success,  pecuniarily  and  otherwise. 
I  should  be  rejoiced  to  see  many  hundreds 
added  to  the  corps  of  woman  lecturers  upon 
woman’s  health.  It  is  a  profession  for  which 
there  are  now  abundant  opportunities  to  pre¬ 
pare. 


LIBRARIANS. 

A  very  large  part  of  the  work  and  remu¬ 
neration  incidental  to  the  management  of  li¬ 
braries  is  in  the  hands  of  women.  But  many 
places  are  still  occupied  by  men,  who  might 
be  spared  for  more  muscular  forms  of  labor. 

PHYSICIANS. 

If  I  had  been  writing  this  work  twenty 
jears  ago,  it  would  have  been  necessary  to 
argue  the  fitness  and  propriety  of  women  doc¬ 
tors.  Happily,  such  an  argument  is  now  un¬ 
necessary.  All  but  such  as  live  in  darkness 
welcome  women  to  the  medical  profession.  Al- 
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ready  they  have  become  professors  in  medical 
colleges  in  this  country,  as  they  were  for  many 
hundred  years  in  Europe. 

Whether  a  woman  has  nerve  enough  to  per¬ 
form  a  grave  surgical  operation,  I  do  not  care 
to  inquire. 

No  thoughtful  man  who  has  watched  her 
in  the  character  of  nurse,  even  when  she  is 
uneducated,  will  entertain  a  doubt  about  her 
happy  qualifications  for  the  management  of 
the  sick. 

The  most  important  responsibilities  of  a 
physician  have  reference  to  ventilation,  clean¬ 
liness,  bathing,  feeding,  —  in  brief,  to  nurs¬ 
ing  ;  and  no  one  but  a  stupid,  obstinate  man 
would  suggest  her  inferiority  for  such  serv¬ 
ices. 

I  have  no  doubt  that,  finally,  the  medical 
profession  will  fall  almost  exclusively  into  the 
hands  of  women,  as  its  most  important  part, 
nursing,  already  has. 
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A  very  large  part  of  our  medical  business 
grows  out  of  the  diseases  of  women,  as  such, 
and  I  shall  not  insult  my  readers  by  gravely 
considering  the  question  whether  men  or  wom¬ 
en  should  examine,  manipulate,  and  treat  such 
affections.  When  I  hear  men  protesting  that 
women  cannot  understand  and  manage  these 
affections,  I  declare,  some  very  ugly  suspi¬ 
cions  occur  to  me.  Women  and  children  are 
the  sick  ones.  Very  few  men  have  occasion 
to  seek  the  doctor. 

If  those  who  read  these  words  understood, 
as  I  do,  how  little  brain  is  used  in  the  se 
lection  of  drugs,  how  simple  a  routine  is  fol 
lowed  by  the  doctor  in  selecting  his  medi¬ 
cines  from  day  to  day,  —  if  those  who  read 
this,  knew  as  I  do,  how  infinitely  more  im¬ 
portant  and  difficult  are  the  duties  devolving 
upon  the  nurse,  who  stands  by,  and  watches 
day  and  night,  from  moment  to  moment,  the 
changes  in  the  condition  of  the  patient,  and 
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who,  without  having  been  trained  to  the  pro¬ 
fession,  is  entrusted  with  the  responsibility  of 
determining,  throughout  all  those  trying  hours, 
exactly  what  is  to  be  done  upon  the  occur¬ 
rence  of  this  or  that  change  ;  if  those  who  read 
this,  understood,  as  I  do,  about  these  things, 
they  would  smile  when  asked  to  consider  the 
propriety  or  possibility  of  educating  women  for 
the  medical  profession,  so  that,  in  addition  to 
performing  all  the  most  important  services, 
they  should  be  entrusted  with  the  selection  of 
the  drugs,  if  drugs  must  be  given. 

PREACHERS. 

Female  preachers  have  appeared  among  the 
most  enlightened  peoples,  and  have  risen  to 
distinction  and  influence.  In  America,  among 
the  Quakers,  women  have  illustrated  the  finest 
pulpit  oratory. 

It  has  always  seemed  to  me  that  women 
were  especially  adapted  to  the  pulpit.  Their 
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natural  eloquence,  their  sweet  persuasive  voices, 
their  characteristic  unselfishness,  purity  and 
piety  constitute  their  unanswerable  claim  to  a 
place  in  the  pulpit. 

It  is  strange,  how  rapidly  the  prejudices  of 
men  against  women  lecturers  and  women  preach 
ers  have  disappeared.  These  prejudices  lie  on 
the  surface ;  they  do  not  rest  upon  organic 
instinct.  So  completely  has  this  prejudice 
disappeared  from  Boston,  that  a  woman  is 
heard  by  many  because  she  is  a  woman.  If 
to-day  one  of  our  churches  should  invite  to  its 
pulpit  a  woman  of  good  capacity,  of  fine  pul¬ 
pit  manners,  of  a  noble,  sweet  spirit,  and  of 
fine  personnel ,  its  very  aisles  would  be  crowd¬ 
ed.  I  should  much  prefer  to  go  there. 

A  few  hundred  educated  women  wculd  find 
employment,  and  good  compensation,  in  New 
England  pulpits. 


PROOF-READING. 

This  has  become  a  distinct  profession,  and 
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employs  a  great  number  of  persons.  It  is  a 
profession  to  which  women  are  perfectly  adapt 
ed,  and  in  which  a  very  considerable  number 
could  at  once  find  remunerative  occupation. 

PUBLISHERS. 

I  know  of  no  good  reason  why  women 
should  not  become  publishers.  Of  course  they 
can  do  the  work  of  a  publishing  house,  —  I 
mean  the  correspondence,  book-keeping,  count¬ 
ing,  making-up  orders,  and  packing  books. 
But  I  know  of  no  good  reason  why  they 
should  not  conduct  the  business,  and  receive 
the  profits.  Many  authors,  myself  among  the 
number,  would  be  especially  gratified  to  have 
our  works  placed  before  the  public  by  women, 
because,  when  trained  to  business,  they  have 
shown  a  singular  exactness  and  honor ;  and, 
secondly,  because  it  would  give  assurance  to 
the  world  that  the  new  book  was  fit  to  by 
read. 
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TEACHERS. 

It  seems  unnecessary  even  to  allude  to  the 
propriety  of  teaching  as  a  profession  for  wom¬ 
en.  It  is,  however,  a  modern  notion. 

At  present,  in  New  England,  an  immense 
majority  of  the  teachers  are  women. 

I  have  had  a  good  deal  to  do  with  schools 
during  the  last  twenty-five  years.  I  was  a 
member  of  the  Boston  School  Board  for  some 
time,  was  at  the  head  of  the  Seminary  at 
Lexington  during  four  years,  and  have  always 
been  interested  in  the  question  of  woman  as 
a  teacher. 

I  have  interrogated,  perhaps  a  hundred  school 
committee  men,  in  different  parts  of  the  coun¬ 
try.  Their  testimony,  and  my  own,  after  all 
this  observation,  is,  that  woman  is  a  better 
teacher  than  man.  I  think  this  is  true  even 
in  the  department  of  mathematics.  I  am  sure 
it  is  true  in  all  those  studies,  in  the  teaching 
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of  which,  the  social,  moral  or  religious  ele¬ 
ment  is  brought  into  play. 

The  proportion  of  female  teachers  in  Amer- 
can  schools  is  very  rapidly  increasing,  and  it 
is  noteworthy  that  they  are  constantly  rising 
into  schools  of  a  higher  grade. 

The  state  authorities  in  Massachusetts  have 
recently  placed  a  woman  at  the  head  of  one 
of  our  principal  Normal  schools.  It  is  safe  to 
prophesy  that,  within  fifty  years,  teaching,  in 
the  common  schools,  High  schools,  and  in  the 
Normal  schools,  will  be  almost  exclusively  in 

I 

the  hands  of  women.  I  think,  within  that 
time,  a  considerable  proportion  of  the  profess- 
’ors  in  our  colleges  will  be  women.  Already 
several  are  doing  themselves,  and  their  sex, 
great  honor,  as  professors  in  colleges. 

The  only  dark  spot  in  this  bright  picture 
is,  that  wTomen  are  starved  while  performing 
this  valuable  labor. 

I  know  a  beautiful,  bright  young  woman, 
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in  this  city,  who  is  regarded  as  one  of  the 
best  teachers  in  the  city,  who  presides  in  one 
of  the  most  beautiful  rooms  in  one  of  the 
grandest  buildings  in  Boston,  but  who,  when 
out  of  the  school  palace,  is  obliged  to  crawl 
away  with  her  mother  into  a  dingy,  miserable 
garret,  where  they  spend  their  time  in  con¬ 
triving  how  to  make  their  pennies  last  through 
the  year. 

The  schools  known  as  Kindergarten  have  al 
ready  become  quite  numerous.  They  will  rap¬ 
idly  multiply.  Within  a  few  years,  children 
three  years  old  will  be  sent  to  these  beauti¬ 
ful  Kindergarten  schools,  where,  in  each  oth¬ 
ers  society,  and  under  the  management  of 
bright,  cheery,  loving  teachers,  they  will  en¬ 
gage  in  a  great  variety  of  pleasant  games 
and  infantile  studies. 

The  physical  exercises  which  constitute  a 
prominent  feature  of  these  baby  schools,  are 
very  fascinating  and  profitable  to  these  little 
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In  these  schools  children  of  from  three  to 
five  years  of  age  will  not  only  be  brighter 
and  happier,  but  they  will  be  much  healthier, 
than  when  left  to  the  chances  of  the  average 
home,  without  system,  times  or  seasons. 

It  need  hardly  be  said  that  such  schools 
will  fall  into  the  hands  of  women,  and  will, 
within  a  quarter  of  a  century,  employ  a  great 
number  of  them.  The  hours  will  be  short, 
the  occupation  perfectly  adapted  to  the  finest 
girls,  and,  as  these  little  ones  are  objects  of 
the  tenderest  love,  the  compensation  for  such 
persons  as  can  successfully  manage  them,  will 
always  be  large. 

Lord  Brougham  gave  it  as  his  opinion,  that 
a  child  learns  more  during  the  first  eighteen 
months  of  its  life,  than  at  any  other  period, 
and  that  it  settles,  in  fact,  at. this  early  age, 
its  mental  capacity,  and  future  well-being. 

TEACHERS  OF  GYMNASTICS  AND  DANCING. 

Here  is  a  field,  at  once  healthful,  respect- 
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able  and  immense.  In  this  field  womea  have 
already  displayed  a  remarkable  capacity,  and 
I  have  no  doubt,  as  in  the  progress  of  civ¬ 
ilization  special  physical  training  and  amuse¬ 
ments  come  to  occupy  a  larger  place  in  our 
life,  that  women  will  find  in  this  service  em¬ 
ployment  for  a  large  number  of  the  intelli¬ 
gent  and  ambitious. 

I  have  known  young  women,  neither  beau¬ 
tiful  nor  educated,  but  with  devotion  to  their 
duties,  to  earn  more  than  a  thousand  dollars 
a  year,  in  teaching  gymnastics.  Instructions 
in  dancing  have  long  been  given  by  ladies 
So  far  as  I  have  learned,  they  have  been 
quite  successful. 

TEACHERS  IN  DRAWING  AND  PAINTING. 

The  instruction  of  girls  in  drawing  and 
painting  has  now  so  generally  fallen  into  the 
hands  of  female  teachers,  that  one  need  hard¬ 
ly  speak  of  it  further  than  to  say  that  it 
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is  an  employment  entirely  fit  and  proper  for 
women,  and  one  which  usually  affords  a  gen¬ 
erous  remuneration. 

WATCHES. 

Let  us  speak  first  of  watch-cleaning.  What 
are  the  qualifications  of  a  good  watch-cleaner? 
Nimble,  sensitive  fingers,  neatness,  and  care¬ 
fulness. 

Now  put  your  finger  there,  and  let  me 
show  you  a  watch- cleaner.  He  works  in  a 
window  only  two  squares  from  my  Boston  res¬ 
idence.  He  weighs  about  two  hundred,  and 
twenty  pounds,  and  has  a  fist  big  enough  to 
knock  down  an  ox.  The  whole  thing  looked 
so  comical  to  me,  I  thought  one  day  I  would 
go  in  and  plague  him  a  little.  So,  after  a 
little  chat  about  watches  in  general,  I  said :  — 

*  ‘  By  the  way,  it  has  occurred  to  me  that 
women  might  work  at  watch-cleaning. 

“  Women,”  said  he,  “why,  they  couldn’t 
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clean  watches.  They  haven’t  the  skill,  they 
haven’t  the  mechanical  genius  for  it,  sir.  I 
don’t  go  in  for  none  of  your  ‘  woman’s  rights,’ 
sir ;  I  think  women  should  attend  to  their  own 
business.” 

“  And,  pray,  what  do  you  regard  as  their 
business  ?  ’  ’ 

“  Why,  staying  at  home  in  their  own  sphere, 
and  attending  to  their  domestic  concerns ;  tak¬ 
ing  care  of  their  children,  and  keeping  their 
husband’s  clothes  mended.” 

I  saw  at  once  that  the  case  was  altogethei 
too  deep  for  me,  and  so  I  simply  remarked  :  — 

“  Yes,  to  be  sure,  of  course  ;  and  is  it  not 
strange,  that  they  should  not  be  willing  to 
stay  at  home,  and  rock  their  babies,  especi¬ 
ally  the  seventy  thousand  in  the  state  of 
Massachusetts  who  can  never  expect  to  have 
husbands  ?  ” 

Cleaning  watches  is  a  business  that  should 
at  once  pass  into  the  hands  of  women.  The 
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opinion  that  they  have  not  the  requisite  me¬ 
chanical  capacity  to  take  a  watch  to  pieces 
and  put  it  together  again,  is  the  opinion  of 
a  goose.  They  can  do  the  work  quicker  and 
better  than  men.  It  is  an  employment  that 
naturally  belongs  to  them. 

In  the  watch-making  establishment  at  Wal¬ 
tham,  several  hundred  bright,  intelligent  young- 
women  find  employment  and  good  pay. 

“  There  is  a  manufactory  in  England,  where 
five  hundred  women  are  employed  in  making 
the  interior  chains  for  chronometers.  They  are 
preferred  to  men  on  account  of  their  being 
naturally  more  dexterous  with  their  fingers, 
and,  therefore,  being  found  to  require  less 
training.’  ’ 

It  may  be  said,  in  one  word,  that,  taking 
the  world  together,  there  are  many,  many 
thousand  women  employed  in  manufacturing 
watches.  They  do  every  part  of  the  work, 
except  what  is  called  finishing,  or  putting  the 
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pieces  together,  and  in  several  establishments 
they  do  even  this,  and  finish  the  very  best 
class  of  chronometer  watches. 

The  making  of  watch  chains  is  a  business 
adapted  to  the  delicate  fingers,  and  to  the  pa¬ 
tience  of  women.  Accordingly  thousands  are 
occupied  in  this  specialty. 

PENS. 

The  manufacturing  of  pens  is  an  employ¬ 
ment  in  which  women  can  excel.  It  requires 
patience  and  quick  movements  of  the  fingers. 
A  certain  part  of  the  manufacturing  of  gold 
pens,  it  has  been  objected,  would  be  too  dirty 
for  women. 

By  the  way,  this  very  objection  is  made 
with  reference  to  a  great  many  employments. 
It  is  said,  they  are  too  dirty  for  women.  Now, 
really,  is  not  this  a  good  joke?  Why,  there 
is  not  a  dirty  task  in  house-keeping,  —  and 
I  certainly  know  of  no  occupation  in  which 
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there  are  so  many  dirty  tasks,  —  which  is  not 
done  by  women.  If  there  is  a  dirty  thing 
which  men  would  not  touch  with  the  ends  of 
their  fingers,  it  is  sure  to  be  left  to  girls. 

The  making  of  gold  and  steel  pens  should 
fall  into  the  hands  of  women.  The  making 
of  gold  pens  is  a  profitable  occupation,  and, 
as  at  present  tending,  bids  fair,  when  women 
are  fairly  introduced,  to  offer  occupation  for 
a  great  number  of  them. 

AQUARIA  MAKERS. 

“  One  of  the  most  innocent  and  pleasant 
amusements  that  has  attracted  attention  for 
some  time,  is  the  making  of  aquaria.  The 
cases  are  formed  of  plate  glass,  square,  ob¬ 
long,  circular,  or  any  other  shape  to  please 
the  fancy  of  the  owner.  The  glass  is  tightly 
scaled  when  joined.  The  aquaria  are  of  two 
kinds.  One  is  formed  of  salt  water,  and  con¬ 
tains  marine  plants  and  animals ;  the  other 
G* 
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contains  fresh  water,  and  such  plants  and  ani¬ 
mals  as  are  found  in  rivers  and  smaller  streams. 

They  form  a  beautiful  addition  to  the  gar¬ 
den,  the  conservatory,  or  the  drawing-room. 
Rocks  form  the  foundation,  and  the  soil  on 
them  furnishes  subsistence  to  the  plants.  Zoo¬ 
phytes,  mollusca,  and  fish,  constitute  the  in 
habitants  of  the  aquarium.  Insects  also  find 
a  place  in  this  miniature  ocean  or  river  gar¬ 
den.  The  size  for  parlors  is  from  one  foot 
to  three  feet  in  length.” 

This  is  an  occupation  happily  adapted  to 
the  graceful,  elegant  tastes  of  cultured  women. 

ARCHITECTS. 

“  Propersia  di  Rossi,  born  in  Bologna  in 
1490,  furnished  some  admirable  plans  in  ar¬ 
chitecture. 

*  ‘  Madame  Steenwyck  and  Esther  J uvenal, 
of  Nuremberg,  are  mentioned  as  eminent  de¬ 
signers. 
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“In  the  17th  century,  Plantilla  Brizio,  of 
Borne,  was  a  practical  architect,  and  left 
monuments  of  her  excellence. 

“  The  wife  of  Erwin  Steinbach  materially 
assisted  her  husband  in  the  erection  of  the 
famous  Strasburg  Cathedral,  and  within  its 
walls  a  sculptured  stone  represents  the  hus¬ 
band  and  wife  as  consulting  together  on  the 
plan.” 

The  ordinary  course  of  training  given,  as  h 
basis,  and  I  have  no  doubt  that  women  will 
submit,  in  response  to  public  invitations,  as 
handsome  designs  for  public  and  private  build¬ 
ings,  as  men. 


ENGRAVERS. 

In  the  course  of  my  experience  as  an  au¬ 
thor,  I  have  had  occasion  to  procure  eight 
hundred  engravings  on  wood.  I  never  see 
men  at  work  upon  them,  without  thinking 
what  a  perfect  employment  this  would  be  for 
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women.  It  is  not  a  difficult  business  to  learn, 
but  requires  mostly  a  quick  sense  of  touch, 
keen  vision,  with  a  patient,  careful  manipu¬ 
lation  of  the  fingers.  A  very  large  part  of 
the  wood  engraving  should  be  performed  by 
women. 

What  I  have  said  of  wood  engraving  is., 
perhaps,  not  less  true  of  copper  and  steel  en¬ 
graving. 


PHOTOGRAPHERS. 

Photography  now  employs  many  thousands 
in  the  country,  and  there  is  no  part  of  the 
business  which  may  not  be  as  successfully  per¬ 
formed  by  a  woman  as  by  a  man.  Already 
a  very  considerable  percentage  of  the  opera¬ 
tors  and  colorers  are  women. 

SCHOOLS  OF  DESIGN. 

Schools  of  design  have  long  existed  in  Eu¬ 
rope.  There  are  quite  a  number  of  them  in 
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Paris,  some  of  them  of  prodigious  proportions, 
and  about  a  third  of  them  are  for  women. 
There  are  schools  of  design  scattered  through¬ 
out  the  cities  of  the  United  States. 

The  object  of  these  schools  is  to  give  a 
knowledge  of  some  of  the  industrial  branches 
of  the  fine  arts.  In  some  of  these  schools 
drawing  is  taught  with  marked  thoroughness. 

Designing  for  paper  hangings,  calico,  wood 
engraving ;  designs  for  carpets,  silks,  ribbons, 
furniture,  laces,  plated  ware,  silver,  jewelry, 
etc.,  are  beginning  to  receive  much  atten¬ 
tion. 

Just  think  of  the  absurdity  of  employing 
men  to  design  calicos.  As  a  woman  has  a 
keener  instinct  for  delicate  forms,  and  beau¬ 
tiful,  harmonious  combinations  of  colors,  so  it 
is  certain  that  she  would  succeed  best  in  de¬ 
signing  for  calicos  and  similar  fabrics. 

These  schools  of  design  are  to  open  an  un- 
limiteJ  field  for  the  remunerative  employment 
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of  women.  As  our  civilization  is  widened  and 
refined,  this  field  will  rapidly  enlarge. 

Already,  if  there  were  some  thousands  of 
women  educated,  —  and  they  may  be  educa 
ted,  generally  without  expense  to  themselves, 
—  they  could  find  immediate  and  well-paid 
employment  in  the  industrial  prosecution  of 
various  branches  of  the  fine  arts. 

GARDENING. 

This  has  long  seemed  to  me  an  employment 
in  which  women  would  not  only  gain  health 
and  strength,  but  in  which  the  most  modest 
and  retiring  might  find  a  congenial  occupa¬ 
tion,  and  the  products  of  which  are  never 
depreciated  because  raised  by  a  woman.  A 
peck  of  peas  has  a  certain  market  value,  not 
dependant  upon  the  hands  which  raised  them. 
A  woman  who  works  at  making  pants  re¬ 
ceives  fifty  cents  a  day,  not  on  account  of 
the  amount  or  quality  of  her  work,  but  be- 
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cause  she  is  a  woman.  A  man  engaged  upon 
the  same  garments  receives  two  dollars  a  day, 
not  because  of  the  amount  or  quality  of  his 
work,  but  because  he  is  a  man. 

It  is  doubtless  true  that,  in  very  many 
cases,  the  man  does  his  work  better  than  the 
woman ;  but  it  is  not  less  true  that,  in  a 
majority  of  cases,  the  difference  in  price  grows 
out  of  the  difference  in  sex. 

So  of  the  school.  A  male  teacher  receives 
a  thousand  dollars  a  year,  not  because  his 
moral  influence  is  better,  not  because  the  pu 
pils  learn  more,  but  because  he  is  a  man.  A 
woman  teaches  a  similar  school,  and  receives 
four  hundred  dollars,  not  because  of  the  in¬ 
feriority  of  her  moral  influence  in  the  school, 
not  because  the  pupils  learn  less,  but  because 
she  is  a  woman. 

Now,  happily,  all  this  is  avoided  in  gar¬ 
dening.  A  man  who  would  sell  a  beet  is  not 
obliged  to  put  on  a  label,  “  raised  by  a  man, 


OUR  GIRLS. 


160 

ten  cents,”  and  upon  another,  “  raised  by  a 
woman,  four  cents,”  but  the  article  brings  its 
market  value.  This  is  a  great  advantage,  and 
one  affording  a  special  gratification  to  women 
of  spirit. 

Besides,  gardening  is  an  occupation  requir¬ 
ing  very  little  capital,  and,  except  in  the 
fancy  departments,  comparatively  little  train¬ 
ing.  Near  any  of  the  cities  a  woman  can 
earn  more  upon  a  half  acre  of  land,  with 
four  months’  work,  than  she  can  earn  by 
sewing  twelve  months,  saying  nothing  of  the 
healthfulness  of  gardening,  and  the  unhealth- 
fulness  of  sewing.  A  young  woman,  tired, 
disgusted  with  the  difficulties  which  hamper 
her  on  every  side,  asks :  — 

“What  can  I  do  to  be  saved?” 

I  reply,  “  Cultivate  a  half  acre  of  ground.” 

You  can  sell  the  products  of  your  garden 
to  one  of  the  market-men  who  make  it  their 
business  to  purchase  garden  vegetables  where 
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they  are  raised,  and  convey  them  to  market. 
Nearly  all  of  our  men  gardeners  sell  at  their 
doors,  and  have  nothing  to  do  with  the  mar¬ 
ket. 

I  do  not  know  of  another  opening  which 
women  can  enter  so  easily,  with  so  little 
wounding  of  their  sensibilities,  and  which 
promises  such  sure  and  generous  remunera¬ 
tion. 

A  year  ago  I  urged  some  young  women 
who  were  out  of  employment  to  engage  in 
gardening.  They  said  they  had  no  capital, 
no  experience,  but  would  be  willing  to  try 
if  the  way  could  be  made  smooth  for  them. 
I  spent  a  couple  of  days  in  driving  about 
among  the  gardeners,  in  the  neighborhood  of 
Boston,  and  asked  the  following  questions  of 
some  fifty  of  them :  — 

“  Is  there  any  part  of  your  work  that 
women  can  do?” 

“  If  so,  what  compensation  would  you  give 
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to  attentive,  quick-fingered  American  girls?” 

The  answer  to  the  first  question  was  uni¬ 
formly,  — 

“  A  large  part  of  the  work  of  a  garden, 
or  *  truck  ’  farm,  can  be  done  as  well  by 
women  as  by  men.” 

To  the  second  question,  the  answers  ranged 
from  five  to  eight  dollars  per  week. 

A  CAPITAL  INVESTMENT. 

Persons  possessing  capital,  and  interested  in 
the  welfare  of  women,  could  hardly  make  a 
wiser  or  more  beneficent  investment  of  their 
means,  than* in  the  purchase  of  small  farms 
in  the  neighborhood  of  cities,  for  the  use  of 
women. 

Dividing  these  into  half  -  acre  lots,  they 
should  rent  them  to  girls  and  women,  either 
without  rent,  or  for  a  sum  which  would  sim¬ 
ply  meet  the  interest  on  the  capital  invested. 
In  every  case,  probably,  the  investments  would 
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pay  well,  without  any  rent,  by  the  natural 
increase  in  the  value  of  real  estate  in  the 
neighborhood  of  cities,  and  the  improvement 
incidental  to  nice  gardening ;  but  the  occu¬ 
pant  would  not  hesitate  to  pay  a  small  rent. 
If  entirely  unacquainted  with  farming,  three 
or  four  might  join  to  hire  a  gardener,  and 
under  his  guidance  they  would  all  soon  learn 
to  work  advantageously  in  raising  the  common 
garden  vegetables. 

A  dozen  or  twenty  of  these  girls  could 
board  in  the  old  farm  house,  and  would  make 
a  pleasant  family.  Naturally  they  would  “  ex¬ 
change  works”  with  each  other,  and  thus  se¬ 
cure  social  enjoyment. 

This  is  no  dream,  but  only  requires  that 
one  man  or  woman  should  possess  a  few  thou¬ 
sand  dollars,  which  it  is  desired  to  invest  in 
property  with  sure  returns,  and  given,  be¬ 
sides,  twenty  girls  who  are  suffering  the  tor¬ 
tures  of  dyspepsia  and  hopelessness  in  city 
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work,  and  who  desire  a  healthy,  pleasant,  re 
muneiative  employment.  Certainly,  both  these 
classes  of  persons  are  numerous. 

I  know  a  great  many  persons  in  the  neigh¬ 
borhood  of  Boston,  (and  with  our  rapid  rail¬ 
way  communications  they  may  be  located  at 
considerable  distances,)  I  say  I  know  4  of  many 
persons  who  have  farms  which  are  really  pro¬ 
ducing  nothing  but  a  little  grass  and  a  few 
flowers,  but  which,  changed  into  such  half¬ 
acre  gardens,  would  become  sources  of  con¬ 
siderable  income  to  all  concerned.  Twenty 
acres  of  good  land,  and  a  good-sized  farm¬ 
house,  with  an  advance  of  two  thousand  dol¬ 
lars  to  prepare  the  land,  and  feed  the  com¬ 
pany  until  their  crops  begin  to  return  some¬ 
thing,  would  give  a  home  and  independence 
to  forty  girls ;  and  more  than  this,  would  fair¬ 
ly  open  and  illustrate  the  possibilities  in  gar- 
* 

dening  as  an  employment  for  women. 

It  need  hardly  be  said  that  the  cultivation 
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of  flowers  is  an  occupation  perfectly  adapted 
to  the  finest  girls  ;  and  as  flowers  are  in  con¬ 
stant  demand,  with  regularly  quoted  prices, 

every  day  in  the  year,  this  field  bids  fair  to 
offer  pleasant  and  profitable  occupation  to 

many  women.  It  is  enough  to  say  that  wom¬ 

en  should  at  once  be  introduced  to  this  branch 
ef  industry. 

It  is  hardly  necessary,  in  this  place,  to 

point  out  the  practical  difficulties,  which  are 
accessible  to  every  inquirer.  Under  the  au¬ 
spices  of  the  New  England  Woman’s  Club,  at 
No.  3  Tremont  Place,  Boston,  a  horticultural 
school  has  been  opened  a  few  miles  out  of 
Boston,  for  the  training  of  young  women. 

As  I  said  in  the  beginning,  I  do  not  know 
of  another  branch  of  industry  in  which  so 
many  women  could  find  immediate  and  remu¬ 
nerative  employment  as  in  cultivating  the  land  ; 
and  1  cannot  doubt,  now  that  the  public  mind 
has  been  awakened  to  the  subject  of  woman’s 
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employment,  and  as  under  the  rapid  spread 
of  the  social  evil,  thousands  not  interested  on 
the  side  of  benevolence  are  thoroughly  awak¬ 
ened  to  the  importance  of  multiplying  occu¬ 
pations  for  women,  as  a  defence  of  public 
morals,  —  I  cannot  doubt  that  this  most  prom¬ 
ising  field  will  soon  be  invaded  by  an  army 
of  American  girls  and  women. 

It  seems  to  me  that  one  special  advantage 
will  be  found  in  the  intimate  relations  be¬ 
tween  a  productive  garden  and  the  comfort  of 
a  family.  What  a  stimulus  to  a  loving  moth¬ 
er,  that  the  products  of  her  garden  not  only 
gratify  the  palates  of  her  loved  ones,  but 
make  important  contributions  to  their  hpalth. 
It  seems  to  me  that,  more  than  any  other 
occupation  I  can  name,  the  cultivation  of  a 
garden  in  connection  with  a  family,  would 
come  in  to  afford  special  gratification  to  the 
wife  and  mother. 

“Iowa  has  an  Agricultural  College  on  a 
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plot  of  land  of  six  hundred  and  fifty  acres, 
with  over  thirty  young  ladies  and  one  hun¬ 
dred  and  forty  young  men,  whose  tuition  is 
free ,  and  their  daily  work,  which  all  are  U 
do,  is  credited  towards  their  hoard.  This  year 
the  college  building  is  to  be  enlarged  to 
double  its  present  capacity.” 

It  is  hardly  necessary  to  repeat  the  facts 
found  every  day  in  the  agricultural  and  other 
papers,  illustrating  woman’s  capacity  for  prac 
tical  farming.  Some  of  the  rarest  successes 
in  general  farming,  have  been  achieved  by 
women.  I  have  personally  known  several  of 
these  farmers,  who  were  intelligent  and  re 
fined. 


MERCHANTS. 

What  an  army  of  men,  some  of  them  big 
enough  to  carry  an  ox,  are  engaged,  in  the 
United  States,  in  selling  silks,  calicos,  thread, 
tape,  needles  and  pins.  Hundreds  of  thou 
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sands  of  stalwart  young  men,  who  might  earn 
twice  as  much  in  more  active,  muscular,  out¬ 
door  occupations,  are  shut  up  in  stores ;  while 
a  corresponding  number  of  women,  desperate 
for  lack  of  bread,  lie  in  wait  at  night,  when 
these  men  come  out  of  their  silken  stores,  to 
tempt  them  to  vice  and  disease,  which  may 
carry  all  into  one  common  ruin. 

CARPENTERS. 

A  “kit”  of  carpenter’s  tools,  and  a  car¬ 
penter’s  bench,  may  be  purchased  for  a  few 
dollars.  Every  house  should  have  such  pro¬ 
visions.  It  is  curious  how  universal  is  the 
passion  for  the  use  of  such  tools.  Nine  per¬ 
sons  in  ten,  including  both  sexes,  would,  if 
they  enjoyed  facilities,  indulge  this  natural  pas¬ 
sion  for  straight  lines,  angles  and  curves. 

From  my  observation,  I  think  girls  possess 
this  mechanical  fancy  and  tact  quite  as  gen 
erally  as  boys. 
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In  several  homes  where  I  have  met  facil¬ 
ities  for  making  boxes,  frames,  rulers,  etc  , 
the  girls  have  displayed  more  interest  in  the 
use  of  the  beautiful  carpenter  tools,  than  the 
boys. 

What  a  priceless  knack  of  fingers,  prepa¬ 
ration  and  fancy  for  a  hundred  different  oc¬ 
cupations,  and  healthful,  muscular  exercise 
would  thus  be  won. 

My  friend,  Capt.  R - ,  purchased  a  “kit” 

jf  carpenter’s  tools  and  a  turning  lathe,  near¬ 
ly  twenty  years  ago,  and  encouraged  his  six 
daughters  to  use  them.  Scores  of  cupboards, 
shelves,  frames,  book-holders,  towel-racks,  etc., 
etc.,  scattered  all  over  his  house,  testify  to 
the  mechanical  taste  and  skill  of  his  girls. 

At  the  holiday  season  they  send  to  friends 
many  beautiful  boxes  and  book-shelves,  mad*1 
with  their  own  hands. 

But  for  the  wealth  of  the  family,  I  have 
no  doubt  that  these  girls  would  have  sought 

mechanical  occupations. 

H 
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OTHER  OCCUPATIONS. 

Women  would  succeed  well  as  engravers  and 
chasers  of  gold  and  silver,  as  etchers  and  stamp 
makers,  herbarium  makers,  landscape  garden¬ 
ers,  lithographers,  map  makers,  modellers,  mu¬ 
sic  engravers,  painters,  picture  restorers,  piano 
tuners,  painters  of  plates  for  books,  steel  en 
gravers,  sculptors,  telegraphic  operators,  wax 
workers,  book-keepers,  book  merchants,  china 
merchants,  keepers  of  fancy  stores,  grocers, 
junk  dealers,  music  sellers,  sellers  of  artists’ 
materials,  sellers  of  seeds,  roots  and  herbs, 
small  wares,  toys,  in  variety  shops,  as  bird  rais¬ 
ers,  and  bird  and  animal  preservers,  fruit  vend¬ 
ers,  dealers  in  pets,  restaurant  keepers,  thread 
makers,  glove  makers,  makers  of  shawls,  yarn, 
ribbons,  sewing  silk,  lace  menders,  makers  of 
files,  guns,  hinges,  nails,  screws,  skates,  shov¬ 
els,  wire,  candle-sticks,  hooks  and  eyes,  lamps, 
pens,  rings,  scales,  buckles,  needles,  saws,  scis- 
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sors,  spectacles,  surgical  instruments,  telescopes, 
thermometers,  lanterns,  thimbles,  gold  and  sil¬ 
ver  leaf,  pencils,  inkstands,  paper  cutters,  por¬ 
celain  goods,  beads,  harnesses,  pocket-books, 
trunks,  whips,  combs,  piano  cases.  They  suc¬ 
ceed  well  as  pearl  workers,  tortoise-shell  work¬ 
ers.  They  succeed  in  manufacturing  shoes  of 
all  kinds,  and  gutta-percha  goods.  They  suc¬ 
ceed  as  hair  workers,  as  artists,  as  merchants 
of  all  kinds  of  goods.  They  succeed  in  man- 
facturing  artificial  flowers,  belts,  bonnet  ruches, 
dress  trimmings,  embroidery,  feathers,  hoop- 
skirts,  parasols  and  umbrellas,  and  so  on,  and 
so  on,  to  the  extent  of  several  hundred  occu¬ 
pations,  with  a  large  number  of  which  they 
have  nothing  whatever  to  do,  and  from  which 
they  are  kept  by  persistent,  blind,  stupid  pre¬ 
judice  ;  the  apology,  explanation,  or  whatever 
you  may  choose  to  call  it,  generally  being, 
either  that  the  work  is  too  dirty,  too  hard, 
requires  too  much  patience,  or,  much  more 
frequently,  that  it  requires  too  much  skill 
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With  all  these  occupations  open  to  them, 
it  is  hard  to  believe  that  New  England  girls 
will  consent  to  starve,  or  for  lack  of  bread, 
will  wander  off  into  bye  and  forbidden  paths. 

EMPLOYMENT  AGENCY. 

Nothing  is  more  simple  or  easy  than  to 
extend  the  field  of  woman’s  industries. 

Let  the  young  women  and  their  friends  call 
a  meeting,  and  establish  an  agency  for  the 
neighborhood.  This  meeting  need  not  cost  the 
girls  a  penny.  A  committee  of  five  intelli¬ 
gent  ladies  and  gentlemen  can  readily  be  found, 
who  will  undertake  the  management. 

The  duty  of  the  committee  will  be  to  seek 
new  employments  for  girls,  and  smooth  the 
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FALSE  TESTS  OF  GENTILITY. 


Everywhere,  among  all  peoples,  we  find  the 
spirit  of  aristocracy  —  caste.  The  distinction 
between  classes,  in  most  countries,  appears  in 
dress,  intelligence  and  manners. 

In  the  United  States  the  distinctions  are 
not  thus  marked., 

In  the  cars,  for  example,  you  meet  a  gen¬ 
tleman,  whose  address  and  conversation  are 
very  pleasing,  and  you  are  just  in  the  act  of 
congratulating  yourself  upon  the  acquisition  of 
a  charming  acquaintance,  when  some  one  whis¬ 
pers  in  your  ear  the  appalling  fact  that  he  is 
nothing  but  a  carpenter. 

You  meet  a  lady,  exquisitely  attired,  with 
a  beautiful  face,  sweet  maimers,  and  brilliant 
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conversation,  and  you  wonder  who  she  can  he. 

% 

She  must  be  the  daughter  of  a  leisurely,  cul¬ 
tured  banker ;  but,  after  taking  pains  to  ask 
the  conductor,  and  several  gentlemen  in  the 
car,  you  are  at  last  informed  by  the  brake- 
man  :  — 

“  Why,  darn  it,  she  is  that  Lizzie  Brown, 
the  dress-maker.” 

The  fact  is,  we  cannot  rely  upon  the  Eu¬ 
ropean  indications  of  high  and  low  classes , 
and  so,  in  America,  we  have  devised  numer¬ 
ous  arbitrary,  and  often  unreasonable  and  in 
convenient  habits,  and  customs,  which  are 
learned  and  practised  by  “  our  set,  you  know,” 
but  which  are  not  generally  caught  up  by  the 
earnest,  busy  class. 

One  of  these,  which  will  serve  for  present 
illustration,  is  a  rule  that  you  must,  at  table, 
put  everything  into  your  mouth  with  a  fork. 

In  one  of  our  most  reputable  monthlies,  I 
read,  a  day  or  two  since,  a  chapter  in  a 
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story,  in  which  it  was  stated,  as  a  shocking 
exhibition  of  depraved  vulgarity,  that  John 
Smith  put  his  food  into  his  mouth  with  a 
knife,  —  the  deplorable  wretch  ! 

Last  summer,  at  a  sea-side  house,  I  was 
remarking  to  an  intelligent  lady,  in  an  after- 
dinner  chat,  that  of  all  the  gentlemen  on  the 
ground,  I  was  most  interested  in  that  tall, 
reserved,  scholarly-looking  man. 

She  replied,  with  a  toss  of  her  head,  “  1 
can’t  bear  him.  Why,  he  eats  with  his 
knife !  ” 

Of  course  nobody  supposes  that  for  most 
sorts  of  food  a  fork  is  better  than  a  knife ; 
but  unless  some  tests  of  what  is  called  gen¬ 
tility  can  be  maintained,  you  see  we  shouldn’t 
know  who’s  who  and  what’s  what. 

I  learned  somewhat  early  in  life  to  use  the 
fork  almost  exclusively ;  but  now  that  it  is 
made  a  sign  of  gentility,  I  am  learning  to 
use  the  knife. 


176 


OUR  GIRLS. 


I  always  enjoyed  the  anecdote  of  that  “  first 
gentleman  of  Europe/’  a  certain  King  of  Eng¬ 
land,  who,  on  a  state  occasion,  invited  to  his 
table  a  Scotch  nobleman,  with  his  two  daugh¬ 
ters.  The  nobleman  was  one  of  the  truest 
friends  of  the  king,  and  the  daughters  were 
most  intelligent,  worthy  girls  ;  but,  living  very 
much  out  of  society,  they  had  not  learned  all 
the  rules  of  table  etiquette.  So  upon  sipping 
their  coffee,  and  finding  it  too  hot,  they 
poured  from  the  cup  into  the  saucer,  and 
drank  from  the  saucer.  The  king,  who  was 
at  the  head  of  the  table,  heard  a  derisive 
laugh  from  some  of  the  pets  of  the  court,  and 
looking  over  where  his  Scotch  friends  sat,  he 
saw  the  occasion  of  it.  Immediately  he  lifted 
hi3  own  cup,  poured  into  the  saucef,  and  set 
the  cup  down  on  the  table  with  a  great  noise, 
whereupon  the  exquisites  colored,  and  hushed. 

Girls,  I  advise  you  to  use  the  fork  in  eat¬ 
ing  such  things  as  can  be  eaten  best  with  it, 
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unless  you  wish  to  make  issue  with  a  falsa 
and  arbitrary  test  of  gentility. 

There  are  table  habits,  vital  in  their  im¬ 
portance.  I  may  here  name  the  practice  of 
eating  only  simple  food,  with  great  delibera¬ 
tion,  maintaining,  during  the  meal,  your  legit 
imate  share  in  the  conversation,  and  constant¬ 
ly  watching  for  opportunities  to  assist  those 
about  you. 

CONSERVATISM  IS  FASHIONABLE. 

Nothing  is  more  fashionable  than  conserva¬ 
tism.  Slavery  —  what  a  hot-bed  of  sensual¬ 
ism  !  what  a  pandemonium  of  cruelty  and 
crime ! 

All  over  the  North  the  merchant,  the  poli¬ 
tician,  and  the  clergyman  pledged  each  other 
to  silence.  It  was  the  fashion. 

A  few  brave  souls  protested.  Sneers  and 

ridicule  followed  them.  Ah,  can  it  be  be- 

•ieved,  —  the  blue-eyed  daughters  of  New  Eng- 
H* 
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land  joined  in  the  sneers.  They  drew  aside 
their  skirts  as  they  passed  the  champions  of 
liberty  and  virtue.  No  other  memory  con¬ 
nected  with  the  antislavery  revolution  is  so 
bard  for  me  to  bear.  If  only  they,  hearing 
the  cry  of  agony  from  their  outraged  sisters 
in  the  South,  had  listened,  sympathized,  and, 
in  their  own  gentle  way,  striven  to  help  the 
torn  and  bleeding  ones,  I  could  bear  the 
memory  of  the  brutal  indifference  of  men 

“woman’s  rights”  are  unfashionable. 

In  most  of  the  states  women  have  no  legal 
claim  to  their  own  children.  In  several  of 
them  the  father  may,  in  his  will,  commit  the 
little  ones  to  the  care  of  strangers,  and  the 
mother  can  only  weep  and  moan. 

In  many  of  the  states  the  wife  has  no 
right  to  the  property  which  her  father  gave 
her,  or  to  that  which  she  has  earned  with 
her  own  hands. 
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In  not  one  of  the  states  can  a  woman  ex¬ 
press  her  opinion  or  wish  at  the  ballot  box. 
Her  person,  her  property,  her  claim  to  her 
children,  —  everything  she  holds  most  dear  it 
this  life,  is  controlled  by  the  ballot  box.  The 
most  ignorant  foreigners  are  invited  to  it;  our 
mothers  and  wives  are  forbidden. 

Women  and  girls  receive,  for  the  samo 
work,  only  half  the  compensation  of  men  and 
boys. 

The  “woman’s  rights”  movement  seeks  the 
mitigation,  and  final  removal,  of  these  outra¬ 
geous  wrongs. 

My  dear  girls,  think  for  yourselves  this  time. 
Don’t  simper  and  giggle  when  the  fools  sneer 
at  “woman’s  rights.”  They  don’t  know  what 
they  are  talking  about. 

A  few  days  ago  I  heard  a  sort  of  jacka¬ 
napes  ridiculing  “woman’s  rights,”  and  sev¬ 
eral  very  sweet  girls  were  listening  to  his 
coarse  scurrilities ;  and,  must  I  say  it,  smiling 
their  approval. 
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Wearing  an  unfashionable  dress  is  not  half 
so  bad ;  going  into  the  street  with  the  bon¬ 
net  of  two  years  ago,  even,  will  not  unsex 
you  like  a  smiling  indifference  to  these  des¬ 
perate  struggles  of  your  sisters.  To  avoid 
starvation  on  one  hand,  and  crime  on  the 
other,  they  plead  with  the  world  for  justice. 

In  this  city  of  Boston  there  are  twenty 
thousand  women  starving  on  needle-work,  and 
five  thousand  who  live,  or  die,  by  crime.  A 
few  brave  ones,  driven  to  the  wall,  hope,  by 
calling  attention  to  their  helplessness,  to  ob¬ 
tain  sympathy  and  justice.  This  is  essentially 
the  “woman’s  rights”  movement.  Suppose 
you  don’t  like  the  mode  in  which  they  agi¬ 
tate.  When  you  hear  criticisms,  or  ridicule, 
if  you  haven’t  the  heart  to  say  a  word  in 
defence,  at  least  you  can  keep  silence. 

I  wish  I  dared  to  tell  you  how  we  men 
almost  despise  you,  sometimes,  for  this  aban¬ 
donment  of  each  other. 
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THE  “SOCIAL  EVIL.” 

Men  go  prowling  about,  seeking  to  seduce 
and  ruin  girls,  and  will  stand  by  each  other, 
even  in  this  infamous  business.  When  a  poor 
girl,  overcome  by  the  arts  of  an  oily-tongued 
villain,  perhaps  by  a  promise  of  marriage, 
consents  to  sin,  how  you  drop  her,  and  shun 
her,  and  sneer  at  her.  A  hundred  times  I 
have  heard  chivalrous  men  declare  that,  *  *  wom¬ 
en  have  no  honor ;  they  never  stand  by  each 
other.  If  one  gets  into  trouble,  the  rest  for¬ 
sake  her,  and  run  away.”  Girls,  if  you  care 
to  commend  yourselves  to  men,  stand  by  these 
unfortunate  ones,  encourage  them,  help  them. 
You  needn’t  fear  being  soiled ;  the  spirit  in 
which  you  would  engage  in  this  angelic  ser¬ 
vice,  would  serve  as  a  perfect  shield. 

I  know  something  of  men.  I  have  lived  in 
many  countries.  I  have  been  much  in  society, 
have  been,  to  some  extent,  what  is  called  a 
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man  of  the  world,  and  have  talked  with  men 
about  women,  hundreds  of  times. 

I  am  confident  that  nothing  would  so  ele¬ 
vate  a  young  woman  in  the  estimation  of  all 
noble  men,  as  the  brave  defence  of  an  unfor¬ 
tunate  sister.  It  would  thrill  us  all,  and  lift 
you  into  a  heroine. 

If  a  few  hundred  of-  you  would  join  hands 
around  the  social  evil,  even  in  a  city  like 
this,  where  it  has  attained  huge  proportions, 
you  could  bring  it  within  easy  reach  of  Chris¬ 
tian  aid. 

Nothing,  this  side  of  God,  do  men  revere, 
as  they  revere  virtuous  women.  Let  it  be 
known  among  men,  that  the  victims  of  their 
lust  have  been  taken  under  your  protection, 
and  the  whole  aspect  of  the  question  would 
instantly  change.  Instead  of  looking  upon  the 
unhappy  ones  as  fair  game,  men  would  sud¬ 
denly  become  conscious  that  they  were  deal¬ 
ing  with  your  friends,  and,  therefore,  with  you. 
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A  SHORT  SERMON  ABOUT  MATRIMONY. 


I  would  address  those  young  women  who 
want  husbands.  There  are  such ;  I  have  no¬ 
ticed  them.  Girls,  if  any  of  you  have  really 
made  up  your  minds  that  you  “  wouldn't  mar¬ 
ry  the  best  man  that  ever  lived ,  there !  ”  skip 
this  little  sermon,  because  it  really  has  no 
interest  for  you. 

Men  will  shut  their  ears  if  they  have  a 
spark  of  delicacy,  for  every  word  of  this  is 
private  and  confidential. 

MY  TEXT. 

The  text,  or  rather  the  occasion  for  what 
1  am  about  to  say  on  the  subject  of  mar¬ 
riage,  was  this :  — 
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About  a  week  ago,  a  young  woman  of 
twenty-six  (she  said  twenty -si^,  so  I  am  sure 
about  her  age,)  came  to  me  in  regard  to  her 
health  ;  and  after  the  professional  conversation 
was  finished,  we  fell  into  a  general  and  pleas¬ 
ant  chat. 

She  was  delightfully  frank,  and  said,  while 
we  were  discussing  the  ever  fruitful  subject 
of  matrimony,  — 

“I  wish  I  was  little.” 

“That  is  too  bad,”  I  replied;  “I  have 
been  admiring  your  grand,  queenly  propor¬ 
tions  ever  since  you  came  in ;  and  now  you 
spoil  it  all  by  showing  that  you  are  not  grate¬ 
ful.” 

“  I  can’t  help  it ;  I  wish  I  didn’t  weigh 
more  than  eighty  pounds,  and  wasn’t  more 
than  four  and  a  half  feet  high.” 

“  I  am  shocked !  Do  tell  me  what  makes 
you  wish  so?J’ 

“To  be  frank  with  you,  the  reason  is  just 
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this :  Men  are  so  fond  of  saying,  4  My  littk 
wife:  ” 

I  laughed,  thinking  it  was  intended  as  » 
bright  speech ;  but  her  flushed  face  assured 
me  that,  instead,  she  was  uttering  her  very 
heart. 

“Go  oh,”  I  said,  “tell  me  your  thoughts.” 

“My  thoughts  are  just  these;  and  I  be¬ 
lieve  they  are  the  thoughts  of  all  unmarried 
marriageable  women.  I  long  for  nothing  this 
side  of  heaven  as  I  do  to  bury  all  my  un¬ 
certainties  and  anxieties  in  the  love  of  a  hus¬ 
band.  Eagerly  would  I  make  any  sacrifice 
to  secure  this  precious  treasure.  But  I  fear 
there  is  nothing  left  for  me  but  to  be  sneered 
at  as  an  old  maid.  So  while  I  might  other¬ 
wise  be  grateful  for  what  you  choose  to  call 
my  queenly  proportions,  I  can  only  wish  I 
was  one  of  the  little  women  whom  men  seem 
to  fancy.*' 

I  shall  not  tell  you  any  more  of  this  con- 
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versation,  and  my  friend  will  excuse  this 
much,  as  a  text  for  my  little  sermon.  Only 
she  and  I  will  know  to  whom  this  refers. 

I  wonder  if  it  is  improper  to  speak  plainly 
about  what  so  many  are  thinking  of. 

I  will  venture  a  little.  Now  don’t  take 
on  airs  and  turn  up  your  noses.  My  hair  is 
of  a  color  which  might  introduce  me  to  you 
in  the  character  of  father.  I  shall  speak  very 
plainly.  It  cannot  compromise  anybody,  for, 
as  I  told  you,  this  is  all  private  and  confi¬ 
dential. 


YOU  WANT  HUSBANDS. 

Now  don’t  deny  it ;  it  sounds  silly  in  you. 
It  is  all  of  a  piece  with  the  earnest  decla¬ 
ration  of  the  mother  who  is  managing  her 
daughters  through  Saratoga,  Newport,  and  an 
endless  round  of  parties,  but  who  constantly 
declares,  in  the  most  earnest  way,  that  she 
has  no  more  girls  than  she  wants,  that  she 
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could  not  consent  to  part  with  a  single  one 
of  them,  and  who,  at  length,  when  pressed 
to  part  with  dear  Arabella,  gives  a  reluctant 
and  painful  assent,  and  who  may  be  seen  on 
the  wedding  day  penetrated  with  inconsolable 
grief  at  parting  with  that  dear  child.  Girls, 
don’t  join  in  this  farce ;  it  is  too  thin. 

You  want  husbands.  You  think  of  them 
by  day,  and  dream  of  them  by  night.  You 
talk  of  nothing  else.  Think  on,  and  dream 
on ;  even  if  you  never  get  them,  it  will  make 
you  better  and  nobler  to  think  about  them. 

On  our  side  of  the  house  we  are  all  think¬ 
ing  and  dreaming  of  you,  and,  although  we 
may  never  marry,  our  hearts  will  be  the  warm¬ 
er  and  purer  for  having  been  occupied  with 
thoughts  of  you. 

WHY  MEN  DO  NOT  PROPOSE. 

In  entering  upon  this  most  important  and 
delightful  relation,  we  men  are  expected  to 


188 


OUR  GIRLS. 


take  the  overt  initiative.  You  are  perplexed 
and  grieved  that  so  many  of  us  hold  back, 
and  wander  about,  homeless  bachelors  all  oui 
lives,  leaving  you  to  die  old  maids. 

Let  me  whisper  in  your  ear. 

We  are  afraid  of  you  ! 

As  I  am  out  of  the  matrimonial  market, 
-  I  will  let  my  friend  Robert,  who  is  in  said 
market,  explain. 

Robert  is  a  splendid  fellow,  and  dying  to 
have  a  home  of  his  own.  He  declared  in 
my  parlor  the  other  evening,  that  he  would 
prefer  ten  years  of  happy  married  life  to  fifty 
years  of  this  nothing  and  nowhere. 

My  wife  said,  “  Well,  Robert,  if  you  can¬ 
not  find  a  wife,  you  had  better  give  a  com¬ 
mission  to  somebody  who  can.”  With  a  flushed 
face,  he  replied  :  — 

“  Now  see  here,  Mrs.  Lewis,  I  am  a  bank¬ 
er  ;  my  salary  is  two  thousand  dollars.  I 
cannot  marry  a  scrub.  I  must  marry  a  wife 
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with  manners,  one  who  knows  what’s  what. 
My  mother  and  sisters,  to  say  nothing  of  my¬ 
self,  would  break  their  hearts  if  my  choice 
were  below  their  idea.  Just  tell  me  how, 
with  such  a  wife,  I  could  pull  through  on 
two  thousand  a  year?  Why,  her  dress  alone 
would  cost  half  of  it.  Board  for  the  two 
would  cost  at  least  fifty  dollars  a  week,  and 
even  with  that,  you  know,  we  should  not  get 
first-class  board. 

“And  then  there  are  the  extras,  —  the  lit¬ 
tle  trips,  the  lectures,  the  concerts,  the  op¬ 
eras,  etc.  ;  one  cannot  live  in  society  with¬ 
out  a  little  of  such  things. 

“Oh  no,  unless  I  first  make  up  my  mind 
to  rob  the  bank,  I  cannot  think  of  matri¬ 
mony.  If  I  had  five  thousand  a  year  I 
would  venture ;  but  with  two  thousand,  — 
well,  I  am  not  quite  a  madman,  and  so  I 
stay  where  I  can  pay  my  debts. 

‘  ‘  My  lady  friends  think  I  am  so  much  in 
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love  with  the  -  Club  that  I  have  no 

time  for  them.  One  of  them  said  to  me  the 
other  day,  when  we  were  discussing  this  mat¬ 
ter,  — 

“  ‘  Why,  what  you  spend  in  that  miserable 
club,  would  support  a  wife,  easy.’ 

“  ‘  It  wouldn’t  pay  for  her  bonnets,’  I  re¬ 
plied.” 

Now  ladies,  Robert  is  getting  extravagant, 
so  we  will  let  him  retire,  and  I  will  go  on 
with  my  little  sermon.  I  do  not  often  preach, 
but  in  this  case,  nothing  but  a  sermon  will  do. 

BEAUTY  OF  WOMAN’S  BODY. 

Firstly ,  you  are  perfect  idiots  to  go  on  in 
this  way.  Your  bodies  are  the  most  beauti¬ 
ful  of  God’s  creation.  In  the  continental  gal¬ 
leries  I  constantly  saw  groups  of  people,  gath¬ 
ered  about  the  pictures  of  women.  It  was 
not  passion ;  the  gazers  were  quite  as  likely 
to  be  women,  as  men.  It  was  the  won 
drous  beauty  of  woman’s  body. 
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Now  stand  with  me  at  my  office  window, 
and  see  a  lady  pass.  There  goes  one !  Now 
isn’t  that  a  pretty  looking  object?  A  big 
hump,  three  big  lumps,  a  wilderness  of  crimps 
and  frills,  a  hauling  up  of  the  dress  here  and 
there,  an  enormous  hideous  mass  of  false  hair 
or  bark  piled  on  the  top  of  her  head,  and  on 
the  very  top  of  that,  a  little  nondescript 
thing,  ornamented  with  bits  of  lace,  birds’ 
tails,  etc.  ;  while  the  shop  windows  tell  us 
all  day  long,  of  the  paddings,  whalebones, 
and  springs,  which  occupy  most  of  the  space 
within  that  outside  rig. 

In  the  name  of  all  the  simple,  sweet  sen¬ 
timents  "which  cluster  about  a  home,  I  w'ould 
ask,  how  is  a  man  to  fall  in  love  with  such 
a  compound,  doubled  and  twisted,  starched, 
comical,  artificial,  touch-me-not,  wiggling  cu¬ 
riosity  ? 

THIS  DRESS  CHECKS  YOUR  MOVEMENTS. 

Secondly ,  with  that  wasp  waist,  your  lungs, 
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stomach,  liver,  and  other  organs  squeezed  down 
out  of  their  place,  and  into  one  half  their 
natural  size,  and  with  that  long  trail  dragging 
on  the  ground,  how  can  any  man  of  sense, 
who  knows  that  life  is  made  up  of  use,  of  ser¬ 
vice,  of  work ;  how  can  he  take  such  a  part¬ 
ner?  He  must  be  desperate  to  unite  himself 
for  life  with  such  a  deformed,  fettered,  half¬ 
breathing  ornament. 

If  I  were  in  the  matrimonial  market,  I 
might  marry  a  woman  that  had  but  one  arm, 
or  one  eye,  or  no  eyes  at  all,  if  she  suited 
me  otherwise ;  but  so  long  as  God  permitted 
me  to  retain  my  senses,  I  could  never  join 
my  fortunes  with  those  of  a  woman  *with  a 
small  waist. 

A  small  waist !  1  am  a  physiologist,  and 

know  what  a  small  waist  means.  It  means 
the  organs  of  the  abdomen  jammed  down  in¬ 
to  the  pelvis ;  it  means  the  organs  of  the  chest 
stuffed  up  into  the  throat ;  it  means  a  weak  ( 
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back ;  it  means  a  delicate,  nervous  invalid ; 
it  means  a  suffering  patient,  and  not  a  vig¬ 
orous  helpmate. 

Thousands  of  men  dare  not  venture,  because 
they  wisely  fear  that,  instead  of  a  helpmate, 
they  will  get  an  invalid  to  take  care  of.  Be¬ 
sides,  this  bad  health  in  you,  just  as  in  men, 
makes  the  mind,  as  well  as  the  body,  faddled 
and  effeminate. 

You  have  no  power,  no  magnetism.  I  know 
you  giggle  freely,  and  use  big  words,  such 
as  splendid,  awful,  etc.  ;  but  then,  this  does 
not  deceive  us ;  we  see  through  all  that  sort 
of  thing.  The  fact  is,  you  are  superficial, 
affected,  silly.  You  have  none  of  that  wom¬ 
anly  strength  and  warmth  which  are  so  assur¬ 
ing  and  attractive  to  men. 

Why,  you  have  actually  become  so  child¬ 
ish,  that  you  refuse  to  wear  decent  names 
even,  and  insist  upon  little  baby  names. 

Instead  of  Helen,  Margaret  and  Elizabeth, 

you  affect  Nellie,  Maggie  and  Lizzie. 

I 
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When  your  brothers  were  babies,  you  called 
them  Bobbie,  Dickie  and  Johnnie  ;  but  when 
they  grow  up  to  manhood,  no  more  of  that 
silly  trash,  if  you  please. 

I  know  a  woman,  twenty-five  years  old, 
and  as  big  as  both  my  grandmothers  put  to¬ 
gether,  who  insists  upon  being  called  Kittie , 
and  her  real  name  is  Catherine;  and  although 
her  brain  is  big  enough  to  conduct  affairs  of 
State,  she  does  nothing  .but  giggle,  cover  up 
her  face  with  her  fan,  and  exclaim,  “  Don’t 
now,  you  are  real  mean.”  How  can  a  sen¬ 
sible  man  propose  a  life  partnership  to  such 
a  silly  goose  ? 

My  dear  girls,  if  you  would  get  husbands, 
and  sensible  ones,  dress  in  plain,  neat,  becom¬ 
ing  garments,  and  talk  like  sensible,  earnest 
sisters. 

You  say  you  don’t  care,  you  won’t  dress 
to  please  men,  etc.  Then,  as  I  said  in  open¬ 
ing  this  sermon,  I  am  not  speaking  to  you. 
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I  am  speaking  to  such  girls  as  want  hus¬ 
bands,  and  would  like  to  know  how  to  get 
them. 

You  say  that  the  most  sensible  men  are 
crazy  after  these  butterflies  of  fashion.  I  beg 
your  pardon,  it  is  not  so.  Occasionally,  even 
a  brilliant  man  may  marry  a  silly,  weak  wo¬ 
man.  But  to  say,  as  I  have  heard  women 
say  a  hundred  times,  that  the  most  sensible 
men  marry  women  without  sense,  is  simply 
absurd.  Nineteen  times  in  twenty  sensible 
men  choose  sensible  women. 

I  grant  you  that  in  company  men  are  very 
likely  to  gabble  and  toy  with  these  over- dressed 
and  forward  creatures ;  but  as  to  going  to 
the  altar  with  them,  they  beg  to  be  ex¬ 
cused. 

Thirdly ,  among  the  men  in  the  matrimonial 
market,  only  a  very  small  number  are  rich ; 
and  in  America,  such  very  rarely  make  good 
husbands.  But  the  number  of  those  who  are 
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beginning  in  life,  who  are  filled  with  a  no¬ 
ble  ambition,  who  have  a  future,  is  very 

large.  These  are  worth  having.  But  such 

will  not,  they  dare  not,  ask  you  to  join  them, 
while  they  see  you  so  idle,  silly,  and  so  gor¬ 
geously  attired. 

Let  them  see  that  you  are  industrious,  eco¬ 
nomical,  with  habits  that  secure  health  and 

strength,  that  your  life  is  earnest  and  real, 

that  you  are  willing  to  begin  at  the  begin¬ 
ning  in  life  with  the  man  you  would  consent 
to  marry,  then  marriage  will  become  the  rule, 
and  not  as  now,  among  certain  classes,  the 
exception. 

Ah,  if  ever  the  time  shall  come,  when  young 
women  have  occupations,  and  can  sustain  a 
healthy,  dignified  attitude  toward  men,  —  if 
ever  the  time  shall  come  when  women  are 
not  such  pitiful  dependents,  then  marriage  will 
become  universal,  and  we  shall  all  be  hap¬ 
pier,  better,  nobler. 
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I  hear  some  plucky,  spirited  young  woman 
exclaiming :  — 

“  This  is  all  very  well.  No  doubt  your 
sermon,  as  you  call  it,  contains  a  good  deal 
of  truth ;  but  how  about  these  young  men 
who  spend  their  time  drinking,  smoking,  loaf¬ 
ing  about  club-houses,  and  running  after  strange 
women?  ‘I  suppose  you  think  they  are  per 
feet  angels.’ ’ 

My  dear  friend,  have  I  said  anything  in 
this  sermon,  or  do  I  say  anything  in  this  book, 
which  leads  you  to  suppose  that  I  think  men 
better  than  women? 

It  is  because  I  believe  that,  in  the  constitu¬ 
tion  of  the  race,  you  are  the  fountain-head  of 
social,  moral  and  religious  influence,  that  I 
come  directly  to  you. 

My  mother  taught  me,  long  ago,  the  great 
moral  superiority  of  woman.  She  taught  me 
that  most  of  the  good  and  pure  in  this  world 
comes  from  woman. 
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So  far  from  thinking  that  man  is  an  angel, 
and  woman  a  nothing,  and  a  bad  nothing,  the 
strongest  article  in  my  religious  creed  is,  that 
when  woman  has  been  redeemed  from  the  shilly¬ 
shally,  lace,  ribbon,  and  feather  life,  into  which 
she  has  so  unhappily  drifted,  —  when  woman 
shall  be  restored  to  herself,  she  will  be  strong 
enough  in  soul  to  take  us  men  in  her  arms, 
and  carry  us-  to  heaven. 

I  beg  you  will  not  suppose  that,  in  my 
criticisms  upon  woman,  I  am  prompted  by  the 
belief  that  she  needs  special  exhortation  on 
her  own  account.  I  appeal  to  her  on  account 
of  us  all,  believing  that  the  most  direct  and 
effective  way  to  redeem  the  race,  is  to  induce 
woman  to  lay  aside  every  weight  and  the  spe¬ 
cial  sins  that  so  beset  her,  and  to  run  the 
race  with  the  highest  womanly  heroism. 
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Piano  music. 


Nothing  so  constantly  troubled  and  pained 
me  during  the  progress  of  the  school  at  Lex¬ 
ington,  as  the  strange  passion  for  the  piano. 
Of  the  one  hundred  and  forty  girls  present 
during  the  third  year,  I  cannot  recal  more  than 
three  or  four  who  possessed  any  decided  mu¬ 
sical  capacity,  while  nearly  a  hundred  studied 
music.  Fifteen  pianos  were  going  constantly. 

Take  any  one  of  sixty  or  seventy  who  were 
studying  music,  simply  because  it  was  fash¬ 
ionable,  and  consider  the  waste.  One  hun¬ 
dred  and  fifty  to  three  hundred  dollars  a  year 
for  instruction,  with  two  to  five  hours’  ex¬ 
haustive  daily  practice.  I  cannot  bear  to  think 
that  this  foolish  waste,  and  worse  than  waste, 
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was  going  on  for  years,  in  an  institution  under 
my  management.  But  there  are  influences  at 
work  stronger  than  the  will  of  the  teachers. 
Those  influences  come  from  established  preju¬ 
dices. 

Although  the  money  and  time  given  to  the 
piano,  among  a  large  proportion  of  the  girls 
in  our  school,  was  worse  than  wasted,  I  soon 
found  that  three  out  of  four  of  them  would 
refuse  to  enter  the  school,  or  remain  in  it, 
if  they  were  urged  not  to  study  music. 

After  a  young  woman  has  studied  music  for 
five  years,  and  has  twisted  her  spine  all  out 
of  shape  in  practicing  upon  the  piano,  she 
marries,  plays  a  little  on  the  splendid  “  Grand  ” 
which  “Dear  Aunt”  gives  her  as  a  wedding 
present,  and  then  drops  it  forever.  If  there 
is  decided  talent,  she  may  continue ;  but  I 
speak  of  the  results  as  I  have  seen  them. 

IMPORTANCE  OF  VOCAL  MUSIC. 

If  the  voice  be  cultivated,  and  the  piano 
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used  as  an  accompaniment,  the  music  in  a 
girl’s  education  would  prove  ten-fold  more  val¬ 
uable.  Indeed,  vocal  music  might  prove,  with 
many  girls,  the  most  valuable  part  of  educa¬ 
tion.  It  is  more  likely  to  be  continued,  be¬ 
cause  of  the  greater  pleasure  it  affords ;  while 
social  singing  serves  more  than  any  other  in¬ 
fluence  to  jpind  the  inmates  of  a  home  togeth¬ 
er.  As  a  source  of  general  health,  it  stands 
unrivalled. 

In  this  country  of  consumptives,  it  is  es¬ 
pecially  valuable  in  fortifying  the  pulmonary 
apparatus. 

Let  us,  by  every  means,  foster  social  sing¬ 
ing.  Its  influence  is,  in  many  ways,  most 
precious.  How  interesting  the  group  of  sis¬ 
ters  and  brothers  gathered  about  the  piano, 
and  how  blessed  the  home  where  the  evening 
is  welcomed  by  family  song. 

Contrast  this  with  the  average  mechanical 

execution  of  classical  music,  by  one  of  the 
I* 
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girls,  or  with  the  fashionable  operatic  singing 
by  one  of  them. 

And  just  here  I  wish  to  speak  of  a  fashion 
which  should  be  deprecated.  It  is  another 
piece  of  that  growing  vice,  which  would  re¬ 
move  music  from  the  social  sphere,  and  make 
it,  like  some  peculiarity  of  dress,  a  mere  show. 
Suppose  we  have  singing.  Instead  of  four 
persons  performing  the  several  parts  of  some 
rich  melody,  Miss  Arabella  is  invited  to  “  give 
us  that  exquisite  Aria,”  and  we  all  sit  by, 
and  wonder  at  her  execution. 

The  great  service  of  music  is  one  of  the 
heart,  and  not  of  the  head. 

There  are  departments  of  music,  there  are 
possibilities  in  this  divinest  of  the  arts,  which 
appeal  to  the  subtlest  appreciations  of  the 
intellect,  and  the  most  exalted  conceptions  of 
the  imagination ;  but  still  it  is  true  that  the 
greatest  service  which  music  renders  to  mail 
is  in  the  social  sphere,  is  one  of  the  heart 
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When  our  voices  blend,  our  hearts  will  not 
long  be  kept  asunder. 

The  whole  tendency  of  the  times  is  to  de¬ 
prive  music  of  this,  its  most  precious  influ¬ 
ence.  .  Indeed,  so  far  has  this  gone,  that  even 
that  natural  and  most  happy  of  all  the  har¬ 
monies  of  music,  —  that  between  the  male  and 
female  voice,  is  well-nigh  lost.  It  is  rare  in 
what  is  called  the  better  class  of  music  to 
hear  them  together.  A  woman  executes  for 
awhile,  then  a  man  executes,  then  the  woman 
executes  again,  then  the  man  executes  a  lit¬ 
tle,  so  they  execute  by .  turns. 

The  great  heart-service  of  music  is  subor 
dinated  to  imagination  and  vanity. 

BAD  MANNERS  OF  PIANO  PLAYERS. 

It  is  a  mistake  to  suppose  that,  even  as 
an  accomplishment,  piano  playing  is  so  very 
highly  prized. 

I  dropped  in  to  spend  an  hour  with  an 
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intelligent  friend.  I  was  particularly  inter¬ 
ested  in  the  Franco-Prussian  war,  and,  as  he 
had  lived  much,  both  in  Paris  and  Berlin,  I 
hoped  to  learn  about  some  things  not  discussed 
in  the  newspapers.  His  youngest  daughter,  a 
beautiful  girl,  had  just  arrived,  fresh  from  the 
glories  of  the  closing  exercises  of  a  seminary. 

We  were  in  the  midst  of  our  discussions, 
and  he  was  repeating  some  conversations  witb 
Bismark,  in  which  I  was  intensely  interested, 
when  the  fond,  proud  mother  said :  — 

“Now,  if  you  will  listen,  Gertie  will  play 
the  piece  which  she  played  last  Thursday  eve¬ 
ning  at  Madame  - ’s.”  Gertie  began, 

alas,  and  she  kept  on,  and  on,  and  on. 

There  were  four  of  us  gentlemen,  three  were 
callers,  one  the  editor  of  a  city  paper.  We 
were  all  eager  to  listen  to  our  host,  of  Bis¬ 
mark  and  Napoleon. 

That  unhappy  child  kept  at  it.  We  sat 
there  with  a  hypocritical  smile  on  our  faces 
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but,  internally,  as  mad  as  we  could  be.  When 
at  length,  the  sixteen  pages  had  been  finished, 
and  the  girl  turned  around  for  the  prescribed 
adulation,  all  but  one  of  us  exclaimed,  “won¬ 
derful,  exquisite,  delightful !  ”  and  the  edit¬ 
or,  (who,  when  coming  down  in  the  car  an 
hour  later,  emphasized  his  disgust  with  an 
awful  big  word,)  declared  he  had  never  heard 
anything  so  wonderful,  and  added,  that  she 
really  ought  to  go  abroad  to  study  with  the 
great  masters.  The  lying  executed  by  some 
of  us  was  perfect.  I  have  forgotten  whether 
this  kind  of  falsehood  is  mentioned  in  the 
works  upon  white  lying,  but  if  I  ever  write 
upon  “  white  lies,”  I  shall  give  this  kind  a 
prominent  place. 

Girls,  if  you  ever  obtrude  an  average  piano 
performance  upon  a  company  of  intelligent 
people,  engaged  in  conversation,  nine  in  ten 
of  them  will  secretly  regard  you  as  a  nui¬ 
sance,  no  matter  how  much  they  exclaim. 
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“  exquisite,  delicious,  wonderful !  ”  Of  course 
your  parents  will  be  gratified  with  your  per¬ 
formance  ;  mamma  will  be  pleased  and  proud 
with  the  show-off,  and  papa  will  smile.  How 
else  could  he  do,  after  paying  $2,000  piano 
bills?  It  is  a  pretty  picture  to  their  eyes  — 
the  loved  one  seated  at  a  splendid,  great  in¬ 
strument,  executing  one  of  the  grandest  com¬ 
positions  of  one  of  the  immortal  masters. 
And,  although  you  are  not  inspired  with  the 
passion  of  the  heaven-born  composer,  and  your 
performance  is  a  mechanical,  soulless  hum¬ 
drum,  that  matters  not  to  your  father  and 
mother,  their  loving  imaginations  will  supply 
all  that  is  needed  to  make  the  picture  com¬ 
plete.  But  the  rest  of  us  will  heartily  wish 
that  you  had  not  interrupted  our  conversa¬ 
tion. 

It  is  an  amazing  blindness  on  the  part  of 
parents.  It  always  astonishes  me  that  they 
don’t  see  the  impertinence  of  the  thing.  They 
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certainly  wouldn’t  think  of  asking  the  com¬ 
pany  to  cease  their  conversation  to  hear  you 
speak  your  piece,  or  perform  a  dance.  The 
piano  alone  is  licensed  to  say  to  everybody, 
“  cease  your  conversation ,  and  listen  to  me  ;  I 
am  about  to  make  a  big  noise!” 

But  the  fashion  has  never  imposed  upon 
people  of  sense  and  real  politeness.  When 
the  piano  has  started  up  without  even  a  no¬ 
tice,  I  have  seen  such  people  flush  with  in¬ 
dignation. 


VICES  IN  MODERN  MUSIC. 

It  may  be  mentioned  as  illustrating  still 
further,  the  false  tendencies  in  music,  that  it 
takes  a  brave  man  to  ask  for  a  sweet,  simple 
song.  I  tried  it  the  other  night.  I  asked  a 
Flora  McFlimsey  to  give  us  “Way  down  up¬ 
on  the  Swanee  River.”  The  words,  it  will  be 
remembered,  are  singularly  pure,  sweet  and 
pathetic. 
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Many  of  the  Italian  songs  just  now  sc 
fashionable,  are  couched  in  language,  listened 
to  by  pure-minded  people,  only  because  they 
don’t  understand  it. 

When  I  said,  “  Please  sing  ‘  Way  down 
upon  the  Swanee  River,’  ”  Miss  McFlimsey 
replied,  “  Excuse  me,  I  never  sing  that  class 
of  music.  I  haven’t  sung  one  of  those  simple 
airs,  I  don’t  know  when.”  I  know,  by  the 
way  the  girls  looked  at  me,  that  their  respect 
for  my  musical  taste  vanished  at  once  and 
forever.  If  I  had  asked  her  for  “  Ah ,  que 
j’aime  les  militaire ,”  or  “  Une  Poule  sur  la 
mur ,”  insufferable  trash,  both  as  to  music  and 
words,  utterly  beneath  contempt,  she  would 
have  eagerly  screamed  the  bald  bosh,  and  the 
weak  ones  would  have  declared  it  ineffably 
exquisite. 

ITALIAN  OPERA. 

If  you  understand  Italian,  I  need  not  ex¬ 
plain  ;  and  if  you  do  not,  purchase  a  libretto, 

Since  the  above  was  in  type,  Mile.  Nilsson  has  several  times  sang  ‘‘Way 
down  upon  the  Swanee  River"  at  her  concerts. 
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with  English  translation,  of  almost  any  of  the 
operas,  and  read. 

Among  those  most  popular  on  the  American 
si  age,  I  cannot  recal  more  than  two,  that  I 
should  be  willing  to  have  my  daughter  read. 
But  the  music  pupil  must  study  every  word, 
often  every  syllable  of  a  word. 

The  lascivious  suggestion,  the  sly  inuendo, 
the  bold  challenge,  —  they  are  all  exhausted 
in  the  language  of  the  opera. 

One  of  the  charms  of  much  of  this  class 
of  music  is  similar  to  that  of  a  new  dance 
introduced  into  this  country  last  winter;  and 
it  came,  too,  from  the  land  of  Italian  opera. 
Of  this  dance  I  will  only  say  that  I  over¬ 
heard  a  buxom  lass  telling  her  lady  friends 
“  that  the  new  dance  was  perfectly  glori¬ 
ous  ;  but,”  said  she,  “  it’s  of  no  use  to  put 
flowers  or  bows  in  your  bosom,  for  they  get 
pressed  flat  enough,  long  before  the  first  dance 


is  over. 
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Is  it  not  a  simple  fact  that  operatic  songs 
are  popular  just  in  proportion  as  they  are  in¬ 
delicate?  I  have  asked  this  question  of  more 
than  a  score  of  devotees  of  the  opera.  Half 
of  them,  perhaps,  have  said  yes,  the  other 
half  have  said  that  the  finest  music  happened 
to  be  associated  with  naughty  words.  Read 
the  words  of  “  Un  mari  sage  ”  without  the 
music.  Where,  outside  of  a  brothel,  could 
there  be  found  a  company  of  girls,  who,  with 
men  present,  would  keep  their  faces  uncov¬ 
ered,  and  listen. 

I  wish  you  would  go  to  the  opera  with 
me ;  I  will  show  you  something  which  will 
impress  you  more  deeply  than  any  words  I 
can  write. 

Here  we  are,  so  placed,  that  we  can  look 
into  the  faces  of  a  part  of  the  audieflce.  Let 
us  select  a  couple,  and,  with  our  glasses,  watch 
them. 

There  is  a  beautiful  black-eyed  girl,  —  the 
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one  with  that  fat,  red-faced  gentleman.  She 
is  about  sixteen,  and  he  about  thirty.  I  know 
him.  He  is  a  regular  rouS ,  although  he  has 
the  entree  of  many  of  our  best  homes.  His 
companion  seems  a  modest,  sweet  girl. 

The  opera  is  “  Faust  ”  one  of  the  most 
unclean  of  the  whole  unclean  batch. 

They  are  both  using  one  and  the  sam*' 
libretto,  with  an  English  translation.  This 
gives  him  an  opportunity  to  put  his  arm  be¬ 
hind  her,  but  of  course  he  is  careful  not  to 
touch  her  shoulder.  But  we  shall  see,  when 
we  come  to  certain  parts  of  the  opera. 

Now  look  at  them.  See  the  red  spots  on 
her  cheeks ;  they  tell  us  of  struggling  mod¬ 
esty  and  innocence.  The  story  proceeds ;  the 
lascivious  gestures,  the  lecherous  gaze  of  the 
men  and  half-naked  women  on  the  stage,  are 
beginning  to  tell  upon  the  whole  audience. 
See  our  girl.  That  arm  is  pressing  her 
against  his  side,  and  her  eyes  are  busy  with 
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the  words,  as  if  she  were  completely  absorbed. 
When  she  returns  to  her  home  to-night,  her 
mind  will  be  filled  with  thoughts,  of  which 
she  will  not  speak  to  her  mother. 

God  alone  knows  the  number  of  pure  souls 
that  have  been  ruined  by  the  insid’  jus  poison 
of  the 


opera. 
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THE  STUDY  OF  FRENCH. 


All  American  girls  of  the  rich  class,  and 
a  very  larga  number  of  the  poor  class,  study 
French. 

The  reasons  given  for  this  immense  invest¬ 
ment  in  time  and  money,  are :  — 

1st.  That  French  words  and  sentences  are 
common  in  our  literature. 

2nd.  That  educated  people  must  speak 
French ;  for  it  is  the  language  of  polite  so 
ciety  everywhere. 

3rd.  Without  a  knowledge  of  French,  you 
must  forego  the  science  and  literature  locked 
up  in  that  language. 

4th.  The  study  of  the  French  language  in 
volves  a  peculiar  mental  discipline  of  great 
value. 
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I  am  quite  ready  to  admit  that  a  knowl¬ 
edge  of  French  is  not  only  convenient,  but 
indispensable  to  a  liberal  education. 

But,  nevertheless,  nineteen  in  every  twenty 
girls,  who  study  French,  simply  waste  their 
time  and  money. 

It  is  not  even  intended,  when  they  enter 
upon  it,  that  they  shall  do  anything  beyond 
a  little  grammar,  and  one  or  two  readers.  It 
is  not  expected  that  they  will  speak  the  lan¬ 
guage,  beyond  the  class  conversations. 

So  whatever  may  be  justly  said  of  the 
value  of  French,  in  view  of  the  considerations 
I  have  named,  its  value,  as  managed  in  our 
schools,  cannot  be  seriously  discussed. 

As  to  the  words  and  sentences  which  occur 
so  frequently  in  our  books  and  papers,  it 
would  be  easy  for  any  one  to  learn  the  mean¬ 
ing  of  all  such  as  have  been  domesticated, 
in  a  lew  hours. 

As  to  French  being  the  language  of  polite 
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society  everywhere ;  in  the  first  place,  it 
isn’t  true ;  and,  in  the  second  place,  if  it 
were  true,  the  fact  would  hardly  be  pertinent 
in  this  discussion.  I  think  this  will  be  fully 
appreciated,  when  I  state  that,  during  my 
own  residence  in  Paris,  I  did  not  hear  of 
more  than  two  or  three  American  girls  wht 
could  be  said  to  really  enjoy  a  social  exist¬ 
ence  among  the  French-speaking  population. 
And  yet,  the  American  girls  residing  in  Paris 
had,  generally,  I  presume,  made  special  prep 
arations  in  the  language. 

As  to  the  “  science  and  literature  locked 
up  in  the  French  language,”  I  can  only  say, 
that  those  of  us  who  know  how  much  science 
and  literature  our  girls  get  through  their  knowl¬ 
edge  of  French,  smile,  when  we  hear  this 
claim  mentioned. 

As  to  the  peculiar  mental  discipline  in¬ 
volved  in  the  study  of  the  French  tongue,  it 
js  very  easy  to  put  forward  this  claim,  but 


216 


OUR  GIRLS. 


difficult  to  defend  it.  That  the  study  of  this 
language  is  valuable,  as  a  mental  discipline, 
I  believe  ;  but  that  it  is  peculiar,  or  if  pecu 
liar,  particularly  valuable,  I  do  not  believe. 

I  have  no  doubt  that  nine-tenths  of  the 
money  and  precious  time  given  to  the  study 
of  French,  in  our  ladies’  seminaries,  is,  in 
great  part,  wasted. 

French  is  studied,  in  most  cases,  for  the 
same  reason  that  the  piano  is,  —  it  is  fash¬ 
ionable. 

A  gentleman  without  education  outside  of 
his  store,  takes  his  daughter  to  a  school, 
when  about  the  following  conversation  might 
he  heard :  — 

“  I  wish  to  place  my  daughter  in  your 
school.” 

“  What  studies  would  you  have  her  pur¬ 
sue?  ” 

“  Well,  she  has  finished  the  English  stud¬ 
ies,  and  I  reckon  she  had  better  take  up 
music,  French  and  Italian.” 
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‘  ‘  Why  do  you  select  these  studies  ?  ’  ’ 

“Well,  my  daughter  thinks  she  would  like 
to  finish  off  with  these.” 

“  Does  she  know  anything  of  these  lan* 
guages?  ” 

“No,  I  believe  not.” 

“  How  much  longer  do  you  intend  to  keep 
her  in  school?” 

“  Only  this  year.  I  can’t  afford  to  send 
her  more  than  one  year  longer.” 

At  this  stage  of  the  conversation  the  daughter 
is  brought  in ;  and  the  teacher  sees  a  pale, 
round-shouldered,  sickly-looking  young  woman, 
and,  upon  a  little  conversation,  finds,  judging 
from  her  voice,  manners  and  intelligence,  that 
she  greatly  needs  a  thorough  course  of  phys¬ 
ical  and  vocal  training,  with  simple,  rudimen¬ 
tary,  English  studies. 

The  teacher  asks  her  to  go  into  an  adjoin¬ 
ing  room,  and  write  him  a  letter,  giving  a 

brief  account  of  her  journey  from  home.  In 
K 
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this  note  she  makes  several  mistakes  in  spell¬ 
ing  and  grammar,  while  the  chirography  is 
very  bad.  If  the  teacher  is  a  true  educator, 
he  advises  a  course,  which  leads  the  father 
*aid  daughter  to  consult  a  little  aside,  after 
which  they  leave ,  with  the  promise  that  they 
will  think  of  it,  and  if  he  concludes  to  nave 
her  come,  he  will  drop  a  line. 

Wouldn’t  they  like  to  look  at  some  rooms? 

No,  not  just  now  ;  they  would  think  of  it, 
and  drop  a  line. 

In  passing,  let  me  say,  that  I  can  hardly 
think  of  a  more  trying  position,  than  that  of 
the  Principal  of  a  private  school,  when  he  is 
assisting  parents  to  determine  upon  a  course 
cf  studies  for  their  daughters. 

Perhaps  his  institution  is  financially  weak, 
lie  must  be  full,  or  stop.  He  advertises  in 
the  papers  and  sends  out  circulars.  The  pu¬ 
pils  come  in  slowly,  and  the  Principal  is  anx¬ 
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Most  of  the  pupils  of  private  schools  are 
backward  in  the  rudiments.  The  young  ladies, 
in  a  great  many  cases,  seek  private  schools, 
because  they  are  ashamed  to  go  to  the  pub 
lie  schools,  where  there  is  no  mercy  for  bad 
spellers  and  readers.  They  know  that,  al¬ 
though  they  are  grown  women,  and  wear  silks 
and  gold  watches,  if  they  read  badly  and  don’t 
know  the  multiplication  table,  they  will  have 
to  stand  up  with  a  row  of  small  hoys  and 

girls.  So  it  happens  that  many  of  the  pa¬ 
trons  of  private  schools  are  singularly  back¬ 
ward  in  the  rudiments. 

The  Principal  is  dying  for  the  patronage, 
and  the  young  ladies  are  resolved  upon  French 
and  music.  When  he  sits  down  to  talk  with 
them  and  their  parents,  the  temptation  to 
acquiesce  in  their  choice  of  studies  is  very 
strong.  Only  in  this  way  is  he  likely  to  get 
them  at  all ;  besides,  the  departments  of 

French  and  music  are  the  most  profitable. 
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After  having  been  at  the  head  of  a  large 
private  school  for  years,  I  can  truly  say  that 
I  heartily  sympathize  with  managers  of  sim¬ 
ilar  institutions,  exposed  to  this  temptation 

Believing,  as  I  do,  that  the  study  of  lan¬ 
guages,  as  such,  has  been  pushed  to  a  most 
unfortunate,  not  to  say  absurd  extent,  aud 
that,  in  the  case  of  the  particular  language 
under  discussion,  the  waste  has  become  enor¬ 
mous,  I  will  simply  express  the  hope  that 
soon,  only  those  who  have  the  time,  capacity 
and  means  to  really  accomplish  something,  will 
undertake  the  French  language  ;  and  that  the 
millions  in  our  country  who  now  waste  months 
and  much  money  in  the  “little  smattering,” 
will  turn  their  attention  into  other  very  im¬ 
portant  and  greatly  neglected  departments  of 
education. 

Perhaps  I  should  add,  that  what  I  have' 
said  of  the  French,  as  generally  pursued  in 
our  schools,  is  applicable  to  the  German,  Span¬ 
ish  and  Italian  languages. 
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DISCIPLINARY  VALUE  OF  FRENCH. 

But  we  are  told  that  many  studies  are  pur¬ 
sued  in  all  schools,  which  have  no  direct  prac¬ 
tical  use ;  that  they  are  introduced  for  theii 
disciplinary  value,  and  that  French  is  one  of 
them.  Twenty  years  ago  this  statement  would 
have  ended  the  argument ;  but  now  the  best 
educators,  on  both  continents,  have  something 
more  to  say. 

A  small  proportion  of  the  people  have  the 
means,  leisure  and  wish  to  devote  their  lives 
to  self-culture.  These  may  embrace  the  broad¬ 
est  curriculum.  But  the  million  cannot  give 
themselves  up  to  such  indulgences.  We  must 
make  our  school  education  a  means. 

Let  me  illustrate.  Learning  to  spell  the 
words  of  our  language  is  a  valuable  disci¬ 
pline  ;  besides,  it  has  a  direct,  practical  value. 
For  the  disciplinary  service,  the  Russian  lan¬ 
guage  might  be  added,  with  great  profit.  But 
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I  should  advise  the  million  to  forego  the  in¬ 
tellectual  drill  involved  in  the  study  of  Rus¬ 
sian  orthography,  and,  in  this  department,  to 
confine  themselves  to  English  words.  I  should 
do  this,  — 

1st.  Because  of  the  direct,  important  prac¬ 
tical  use  ;  and,  — 

2nd.  Because,  in  the  case  of  the  million, 
all  the  time  which  can  he  afforded  for  ortho¬ 
graphic  studies,  with  reference  to  mental  dis 
cipline,  may  be  very  profitably  devoted  to  our 
own  language. 

COMPARATIVE  VALUE  OP  ENGLISH  AND  FRENCH. 

Our  language  is  as  superior  to  the  French, 
as  is  our  civilization.  The  language  of  a  peo¬ 
ple  keeps  pace  with  its  mental  and  soul  growth. 
It  would  require  more  than  a  Lamartine  to 
express  our  ideas  of  home,  and  of  civil  and 
religious  liberty  with  the  French  tongue. 
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ENGLISH  CLASSICS. 

For  us,  for  our  times,  the  “  English  clas¬ 
sics”  are  infinitely  above  the  classics  of  any 
other  language  —  of  all  other  languages. 

Our  classics  are  laden  with  the  richest, 
ripest,  Christian  thought  and  sentiment.  They 
are  indissolubly  interwoven  with  all  the  great 
intellectual  and  spiritual  forces,  which,  at  this 
hour,  are  marching  on  “  conquering  and  to 
conquer.” 

How  utterly  inexplicable  that  American  ed¬ 
ucators  should  conduct  their  pupils  away  from 
the  vast,  rich  storehouses  of  the  English  class¬ 
ics,  radiant  all  over  as  the  diadem  of  a 
queen,  to  wander  amid  the  lingual  mysteries 
of  the  classics  of  undeveloped,  and  even  pa¬ 
gan  peoples. 


LATIN  AND  GREEK. 


With  regard  to  the  legitimate  place  of 
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these  languages  in  American  education,  I  can 
only  refer  my  readers  to  the  numerous  and 
able  papers  and  hooks  which  have  recently 
appeared  in  Great  Britain  and  America.  Of 
these,  Grimke’s  is  one  of  the  most  philosophi¬ 
cal  and  convincing. 

A  great  number  of  educators  and  think¬ 
ers  have  reached  the  conclusion  that  the 
present  prominence  of  the  ancient  classics  in 
our  system,  is  not  only  a  barbarism  transmit¬ 
ted  from  the  dark  ages,  but  that,  unlike 
most  anachronisms  which  generally  surprise  and 
amuse  us',  this  emasculates  and  paralyzes  us. 
This  carries  us  from  the  real,  living  present, 
away  back  into  the  dark  past. 

In  the  pursuit  of  the  ancient  classics  we 
immure  ourselves  in  a  cloister,  we  shut  out 
things,  facts,  society,  nature,  and  ponder  over 
the  fancies  and  philosophies  of  peoples  who 
treated  woman  as  a  slave,  and  who  never  en¬ 
joyed  the  first  glimmering  of  the  true  social 
or  religious  light. 
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I  speak  feelingly  on  this  subject.  When  a 
young  man,  I  spent  several  years  almost  ex¬ 
clusively  upon  Latin  and  Greek ;  first  as  a 
student,  and  then  as  a  teacher. 

One  of  my  sincere  regrets  in  life  is,  that 
1  prepared  about  fifty  young  men  for  college. 

But  for  a  painful  and  rapidly  deepening 
conviction,  that  the  profession  of  a  teacher, 
which  I  had  embraced  with  all  my  heart, 
would,  in  the  higher  departments,  bring  me 
into  constant  collision  with  my  idea  of  use 
as  the  aim  and  purpose  of  a  manly  life,  — 
but  for  this,  I  should  never  have  turned  to 
the  profession  of  medicine. 

Gladly  would  I  exchange  all  that  the  clas¬ 
sics  gave  me,  for  a  familiarity  with  any  one 
of  several  natural  sciences,  which  I  had  hut 
little  time  to  examine  during  my  school  days. 

The  colleges  and  universities  are  rapidly 

emerging  from  this  darkness  of  the  past. 

K* 
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DANCING. 


During  the  years  of  our  school  in  .Lexing¬ 
ton,  we  danced  from  two  to  four  evenings  a 
week.  Beginning  about  half  past  seven  o’clock, 
we  danced  till  half  past  eight,  which  was 
always  our  bed-time.  In  our  school  family 
there  were  several  gentlemen,  among  them  the 
revered  Theodore  Weld,  —  our  most  inveterate 
dancer. 

The  round  dances  were  not  admitted,  for 
the  following  reasons  :  — 

1st.  The  rotary  motion  is  injurious  to  the 
brain  and  spinal  marrow. 

2nd.  The  peculiar  contact  between  the  man 
and  the  woman,  may  suggest  impure  thoughts. 

I  have  many  times  asked  young  men  what 
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they  thought  of  it,  and  after  saying  it  was 
jolly,  that  they  liked  it  first-rate,  they  have 
generally,  when  urged  to  tell  me  seriously 
their  convictions,  confessed  that,  knowing  how 
men  feel  and  sometimes  talk  about  it,  if  they 
were  women,  they  should  not  indulge.  T 
never  .talked  with  one  father  or  mother  who 
was  not  gratified  with  my  rule  against  round 
dances,  while  a  number  of  them  wrote  me 
the  warmest  commendation.  I  wish  I  was  at 
liberty  to  publish  a  letter  on  this  subject, 

which  I  received  from  a  well-known  lady,  — 
giving  the  letter  entire,  with  the  writer’s 

name.  I  have  requested  her  to  allow  me  to 

publish  it ;  but  she  says  the  sneers  at  Puri¬ 

tanism  are  too  much  for  her. 

I  ask  my  reader,  if  a  mother,  whether,  if 
her  daughter  were  away  from  home,  and  at¬ 
tending  dancing  parties,  dancing  now  with 
Lieut.  S.,  and  then  with  Capt.  W.  ;  in  brief, 
with  such  gentlemen  as  the  managers  choose 
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to  introduce  to  her ;  whether  she  would  like 
to  know  that  her  daughter  was  being  hugged 
up,  and  whisked  about  in  the  German?  Very 
few  mothers  would  answer  yes,  to  this  ques¬ 
tion. 

The  square  dances  are  certainly  very  beau¬ 
tiful,  graceful,  chaste,  and  healthful.  Besides, 
in  a  large  and  interesting  way  they  are  social. 
A  large  company  may  join  in  these  dances. 

The  round  dance  is  another  illustration  of 
the  tendency  toward  individual  display,  so 
strikingly  exhibited  in  the  department  of  mu¬ 
sic.  How  constantly  we  see  at  dancing  par¬ 
ties  a  single  young  lady  and  gentleman  start 
out  alone  for  a  dizzy  whirl  about  the  hall.  I 
will  not  comment  upon  the  wild  whirligig  of 
her  skirts,  for  I  don’t  think  a  girl  need  be 
ashamed  to  show  her  legs.  I  only  say  that 
her  contact  with  her  partner  is  not  a  modest 
one. 

Let  a  couple  stand ,  in  the  presence  of  a 
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company,  with  their  arms  about  each  other, 
and  their  persons  in  contact  as  for  the  “  Ger¬ 
man,”  let  them  stand  thus  intertwined,  and 
what  should  we  think  ?  The  dance  is  made 
the  excuse  for  what,  without  it,  would  be  a 
gross  indelicacy.  It  is  as  with  much  of  the 
opera,  in  which  the  fine  music  is  made  the 
apology  for  words  that  could  not  be  spoken 
without  it. 
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THE  THEATRE. 


Girls,  I  advise  you  not  to  go  to  the  thea¬ 
tre.  I  know  how  much  can  be  said  in  its 
favor.  I  know  that,  at  one  time  in  the  his¬ 
tory  of  the  world,  it  really  served  the  cause 
of  morality  and  religion. 

But  how  can  we  study  Shakspeare  so  ad¬ 
vantageously  as  in  the  impersonations  of  the 
stage?  ” 

I  confess  I  do  not  know  where  the  great 
master  can  be  studied  so  advantageously  as 
in  the  best  impersonations  of  the  stage,  but, 
nevertheless,  I  strongly  advise  that  you  should 
stay  away  from  the  theatre. 

My  first  objection  to  the  theatre  is,  that  it  is 
never  well  ventilated.  You  must  breathe,  three 
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or  four  hours,  a  vitiated  atmosphere,  which 
unfits  you  for  the  best  physical  and  mental 
labor  during  the  whole  of  the  next  day,  per¬ 
haps  even  longer. 

My  second  objection,  likewise  physiological, 
is,  that  it  keeps  you  up  till  midnight. 

My  third  objection  is  that  which  we  all  make 
to  the  yellow-covered  literature.  While  there 
may  be  a  good  thing  here  and  there,  the 
general  tone  is  morbid,  not  to  say  impure. 

The  managers  are  opening  their  theatres 
once  or  twice  a  week  for  a  matinie ,  and, 
knowing  that  women  and  children  are  likely 
to  constitute  a  large  part  of  the  audience, 
they  present  the  most  decent  representations. 
I  advise  that*  if  you  attend  the  theatre  at 
all,  you  should  attend  the  matinees. 
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SYMPATHY  BETWEEN  THE  STOMACH 
AND  THE  SOUL. 


Conceding  the  extremcst  views  cherished  by 
the  Christian  believer,  in  regard  to  the  influ¬ 
ence  of  the  Holy  Spirit,  in  the  redemption 
of  man’s  soul,  we  cannot  shut  our  eyes  to 
the  intimate  sympathy  between  the  stomach 
and  the  moral  nature. 

The  moral  sentiments  and  sympathies  are 
bewildered  and  lost  when  the  intellect  is  de¬ 
ranged.  No  matter  though  the  coronal  por 
tion  of  the  brain  is  grandly  developed,  if  the 
intellect  be  insane,  or  if  the  digestive  -func¬ 
tion  be  insane,  pure  and  noble  moral  impulses 
are  no  longer  possible.  Man  is  one,  —  body, 
mind  and  heart.  These  are  not  three  distinct 
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individual  partners  in  a  firm,  but  they  are 
interlinked  and  interwoven  so  completely  that 
they  are  one  and  not  three.  My  highest  con¬ 
ceptions  of  the  Trinitarian  idea  find  illustra¬ 
tion  in  this  trinity  in  man. 

The  great  function  of  digestion  —  assimila¬ 
tion —  underlies,  as  a  foundation,  the  intel 
lectual  superstructure,  while  high  above  all, 
rising  into  the  very  heavens,  the  moral  na¬ 
ture  lifts  up  its  sublime  heights. 

BOWELS  OF  COMPASSION. 

When  a  phrenologist  is  examining  a  man’s 
head,  and  wishes  to  know  about  his  heart, 
he  feels  of  the  stomach.  There’s  where  the 
heart  lies. 

The  sacred  writer  understood  it,  when  he 
spoke  of  the  “  bowels  of  compassion .” 

A  man  utters  wiser  than  he  knows,  often, 
when,  in  a  crowd  surrounding  some  object  ap¬ 
pealing  to  the  heart,  he  cries  out,  — 
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“Gentlemen,  have  you  no  bowels?” 

The  dear  Christ  suggests  the  intimate  re¬ 
lations  between  the  soul  and  the  stomach, 
when,  before  appealing  to  the  hearts  of  the 
multitude,  he  filled  their  stomachs  with  good 
food. 

In  the  Bible  there  are  scores  of  expressions 
and  phrases  which  point  to  the  stomach  as 
the  seat  of  the  sympathies; 

All  the  bright  ones,  with  subscription  pa¬ 
pers  in  their  hands,  wait  till  after  dinner. 

If  they  catch  a  man  with  a  perfectly  sat¬ 
isfied  stomach,  they  are  likely  to  get  a  good 
round  sum,  even  for  the  Hottentot-red-flannel- 
shirt-fund; 

The  fact  that  the  bumps  of  the  heart  are 
in  the  upper  part  of  the  brain,  matters  little, 
if  the  condition  of  the  digestive  apparatus 
controls  their  action.  When  I  remark  that 
the  heart  is  located  in  the  stomach,  it  will, 
of  course,  be  understand  in  a  practical,  rather 
than  in  an  anatomical  sense 
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The  condition  of  the  stomach  determines  the 
action  of  the  emotions  to  an  extent  which 
cannot  be  predicated  of  the  intellectual  fac¬ 
ulties.  When  one  ia  dyspeptic,  he  may  mul¬ 
tiply  and  divide ;  he  may  not  disgrace  him¬ 
self  even  in  the  role  of  a  logician ;  but  if 
you  appeal  to  his  sympathies,  —  to  any  of 
his  emotions,  —  you  will  wake  up  a  pig,  a 
porcupine,  or,  possibly,  ’  a  tiger. 

Leaving  out  the  Bible  intimations  and  state¬ 
ments,  and  the  illustrations  which  abound  in 
English  and  German  biography,  no  observing 
person  will  fail  to  recal  numerous  illustrations 
in  his  own  experience. 

THE  WAISTS  OF  JOLLY  GRANDMOTHERS. 

What  sort  of  a  waist  has  the  grandmother 
who  comes  in  from  the  country  to  take  care 
of  you  through  a  typhoid  fever  ? 

When  nine  o’clock  comes,  she  drives  the 
young  ladies  off  to  bed.  She  may  not  speak 
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it  out,  but  she  thinks,  “trash!  trash!  Oh 
do  get  out  of  my  way,  and  lie  down  care¬ 
fully  on  a  soft  couch,  where  you  can  rest,  or 
I  shall  soon  have  you  too  on  my  hands.” 

Has  she  one  of  these  wasp-waists?  No  in¬ 
deed  ;  hers  is  a  jolly  one ! 

Who  ever  saw  a  happy,  helpful  grandmother 
with  an  hour-glass  waist? 

Is  a  grandmother  Tull  of  tickle?  Can  she 
join  with  the  young  people  in  laughter  and 
sports?  Can  she?  Then  I  know,  without 
seeing  her,  the  style  of  her  form. 

You  see  all  the  tickle  comes  from  that  part 
of  the  body. 

The  conditions  of  the  organs  within  that 
part  of  the  body  known  as  the  waist,  decide 
whether  you  shall  be  happy  or  unhappy,  jolly 
or  blue.  One  condition,  and  the  most  impor¬ 
tant  one,  is  that  those  vital  organs  shall  have 
room  to  work  in.  If  you  squeeze  them,  you 
squeeze  and  strangle  all  the  jolly  in  you 
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Tie  a  cord  about  a  child’s  arms  and  legs, 
and  then  say,  “Now,  my  dear,  you  may  run 
and  play.” 

Ah,  I  used  to  know  a  grandmother,  and, 
although  she  has  been  among  the  angels  thir¬ 
ty  years  or  more,  I  can’t  think  of  her  even 
now,  without  a  sigh  of  regret  that  she  could 
not  have  lived  forever  in  this  world,  she  was 
such  a  joy  to  us  all. 

She  is  happier  in  heaven,  I  suppose,  hut 
I  don’t  see  how  she  could  be  happier  any¬ 
where,  than  she  used  to  be  here. 

When  her  loving,  laughing  face  appeared 
at  the  door,  how  we  small  chaps  did  tickl 
and  squirm  all  over.  But  I  must  stop  writ 
ing  of  her,  or  I  shall  have  to  lay  down  m3 
pen.  Never  have  I  seen  a  girl  of  eighteei 
who  was  half  so  lovely. 

But  let  me  think ;  why  did  I  bring  for¬ 
ward  this  treasure  of  my  heart?  Oh,  I  re 
member ;  it  was  to  speak  of  her  waist.  How 
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we  used  to  laugh  at  her  shape.  We  insisted 
that  she  was  bigger  around  the  waist  than 
anywhere  else. 

“  Well,  perhaps  so,  hoys,  but  there  is  where 
all  my  jolly  comes  from.  Look  at  your  lit¬ 
tle  slender  things,  they  aint  jolly  ;  they  can’t 
laugh ;  they  only  give  little  giggles.” 

Ah,  the  dear,  beautiful,  blessed  soul !  What 
a  jolly*  angel  she  must  make.  Oh,  I  do 
hope,  if  I  ever  reach  there,  I  may  be  a  lit¬ 
tle  angel,  so  that  she  can  take  me  into  her 
arms,  and  press  me  into  her  warm,  loving 
bosom  just  as  she  used  to.  When  I  hear  her 
laugh  I  am  sure  I  shall  feel  at  home,  no 
matter  how  grand  and  dazzling  the  great 
White  Throne  may  be. 
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ABOUT  THE  TREATMENT  OF  DISEASES. 


Dear  girls,  bye  and  bye  you  will  be  wives 
and  mothers,  and  will  have  occasion  to  con¬ 
sider  the  treatment  of  various  diseased.  Not 
that  diseases  are  inevitable,  but  we  must  con¬ 
sider  things  as  they  are,  and  not  as  they 
might  be. 

The  mother,  if  she  be  wise,  has  the  selec¬ 
tion  of  the  doctor,  and  the  management  of 
the  sick  ones.  This  supervision  of  the  health 
of  the  household  falls  so  naturally  into  the 
hands  of  women,  the  nursing  and  other  du¬ 
ties  incidental  to  sickness,  are  so  universally 
hers,  that  even  among  peoples  and  tribes  where 
women  are  but  slaves,  their  authority  in  all 
that  concerns  the  management  of  the  sick  is 
unquestioned. 
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En  passant  it  may  be  remarked  that  noth¬ 
ing  but  the  blind,  stupid  prejudice  of  men 
would  oppose  the  introduction  of  women  to 
the  medical  profession. 

It  is  a  profession  which  belongs  to  them. 
Nature  herself  has  decreed  it,  and  when  the 
hard,  selfish,  overbearing  tyranny  of  men  shall 
permit  things  to  take  their  natural  course,  we 
shall  have  very  few  men  in  the  medical  pro¬ 
fession. 

But  my  object  in  this  chapter  is  to  speak 
of  a  fundamental  misapprehension  underlying 
the  profession  of  medicine.  This  misapprehen¬ 
sion  is,  that  diseases  are  local. 

Let  me  give  an  illustration  or  two. 

A  doctor  attempts  a  case  of  catarrh.  He 
opens  the  nostril  with  his  speculum,  turns  in 
a  strong  light,  takes  a  long,  careful  look,  then 
examines,  perhaps  with  a  microscope,  some  of 
the  fluid  which  the  patient  blows  out  of  his 
nose,  and  then  the  doctor  says,  “  Ahem ! 
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ahem !  this  is  a  case  of  sick  nose.  It  is  a 
case  of  nasal  catarrh.  The  pituitary  mem¬ 
brane  is  congested,  and  is  secreting  a  mor¬ 
bid  mucus.  Ahem !  you  really  should  have 
called  upon  me  before.” 

Then  the  doctor  proceeds  to  inject  various 
stimulating  caustic  fluids  into  the  nostrils.  He 
gives  a  snuff.  He  introduces  a  crooked  tube 
into  the  man’s  mouth,  and  turns  the  end  up 
back  of  his  palate,  and,  getting  into  the  back 
opening  of  the  nostrils,  he  blows  in  certain 
medicated  powders.  The  nose  is  better  at 
once,  the  treatment  is  continued,  the  patient 
is  soon  cured ;  with  the  first  cold  or  stomach 
derangement  the  symptoms  return,  the  second 
cure  is  more  difficult,  the  third  is  very  diffi¬ 
cult,  and  then  the  patient  goes  to  another 
doctor,  who  tells  him  he  is  very  sorry  that 
he  has  been  so  quacked,  but  he  will  make  a 
sure  cure  this  time.  He  goes  through  with 

the  same  performance,  with  similar  results. 

L 
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The  patient  now  abandons  hope,  and  goes 
snuffling  about,  to  the  great  discomfort  of  him¬ 
self  and  friends.  In  just  this  way  a  hundred 
maladies  are  treated,  —  an  inflamed  eye,  a  noise 
in  the  ear,  a  rheumatic  knee,  a  gouty  toe,  a 
pain  in  the  liver  or  spine,  a  sore  throat,  and 
so  on  through  the  whole  list.  The  doctor 
finds  the  sick  place,  and  then  proceeds  to  at¬ 
tack  it. 

The  idea  that  the  disease  is  in  a  certain 
part  of  the  system,  and  that  the  artillery 
must  be  directed  to  that  precise  spot,  is  not 
only  common  among  the ,  doctors,  but  is  so 
plausible  that  the  people  all  adopt  it.  This 
is  the  fundamental  misapprehension  underlying 
the  disastrous  failure  in  medicine. 

The  catarrh  is  not  of  the  nose,  but  of  the 
man,  showing  itself  in  the  nose.  The  bron¬ 
chitis  is  not  a  disease  of  the  throat,  but  of 
the  man,  showing  itself  in  the  throat.  Xhc 
sore  eye  is  not  a  disease  of  the  eye,  but  of 
the  man,  showing  itself  in  the  eye. 
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A  local  disease  is  impossible.  The  organ¬ 
ism  is  one  and  not  many.  Even  a  gun-shot 
wound  is  not  a  local  trouble.  Suppose  a  man’s 
little  finger  is  shot  away.  The  man  is  not 
in  the  condition  of  a  table  with  a  corner  shot 
off ;  he  is  not  even  in  the  condition  of  a 
steam  engine  with  a  valve  or  screw  destroyed. 
Neither  approaches  the  case  of  the  man  with 
the  maimed  hand.  The  table  is,  except  the 
small  point  touched  by  the  bullet,  exactly  as 
before.  Feel  of  it.  There  is  no  unusual 
warmth,  no  trembling,  no  sympathy  with  the 
wounded  corner.  In  fact,  the  table  is  quite 
well,  thank  you,  except  where  it  was  hit. 
Now  examine  the  man  with  the  hurt  finger. 
Look  at  his  face.  How  pale  and  excited. 
Feel  his  pulse.  It  is  120  instead  of  75.  The 
skin  of  his  toes  is  in  a  peculiar  condition. 
What  is  the  matter  with  this  man’s  toes? 
They  are  suffering  from  a  wound  in  his  little 
finger. 
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While  no  doctor  fails  to  talk  much  of  the 
vis  medicatrix  natures, ,  while  the  condition  of 
the  general  system  is  constantly  invoked  to 
explain  this  and  that,  the  treatment  of  most 
local  affections  is  conducted  on  the  plan  of 
repairing  the  wound  in  the  corner  of  the 
table. 

Here  comes  a  man  with  a  limping  gait.  He 
shows  an  ulcer  upon  his  ankle.  The  disease, 
sir,  is  not  of  your  ankle,  but  of  your  system. 
I  will  direct  you  how  to  improve  your  gen 
eral  health,  so  that  this  ulcer  will  disappear, 
with  no  other  local  treatment  than  cleanliness. 
You  can’t  be  cured  by  any  doctor  stuff  put 
upon  the  sore.  This  is  the  flag  of  distress 
which  nature  hangs  out  to  give  notice  of 
trouble  within. 

We  are  at  sea  and  descry  a  vessel  with  a 
flag  of  distress.  Our  captain  believes  in  the 
doctrine  of  local  diseases,  and  sends  a  boat’s 
crew  to  cut  down  the  flag ;  whereupon  he 
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struts  about  tlie  deck  exclaiming,  “  We’ve  done 
it!  we’ve  done  it!  we  have  cured  them!” 
The  doctor  who  treats  the  ulcer,  salt  rheum, 
catarrh,  or  any  other  local  manifestation,  as 
the  disease  itself,  is  about  equally  bright. 

But  here  comes  a  bad  case.  How  pale  and 
weak  he  seems.  His  pulse  is  110,  he  is  dis¬ 
tressingly  emaciated,  and  seems  ready  for  the 
grave.  His  cough  and  labored  breathing  sug¬ 
gest  consumption,  and  we  apply  the  stetho¬ 
scope  to  the  chest.  Ah,  it’s  all  of  a  piece. 
His  lungs  are  terribly  ulcerated.  “  Now,” 
says  some  wise  doctor,  “here  it  is.  We’ve 
found  his  trouble.  We  must  bring  our  medi¬ 
cines  to  bear  upon  these  ulcers.”  “Yes,  Doc¬ 
tor,  that’s  it,”  gasps  the  patient;  “just  fix 
me  there,  and  I  shall  be  all  right.”  Then 
‘the  wise  doctor  proceeds  with  his  inhalations, 
and  keeps  up  the  pitiful,  suffocating  farce, 
until  the  patient,  notwithstanding  this  most 
skillful  treatment,  sinks  and  dies. 
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As  a  matter  of  fact,  this  man’s  system,  from 
some  inherited  taint,  or  from  some  vicious  hab¬ 
it,  unhealthy  mode  of  life,  or  some  other"  cause, 
was  sick  all  through  and  through  for  months 
or  years  before  the  malady  was  localized  in 
his  lungs.  The  ulcers  in  his  lungs,  like  his 
rapid  pulse,  emaciation,  and  sickening  pers 
piration,  are  simply  manifestations  of  the  dis¬ 
ease.  The  real  disease  is  systemic,  like  all 
others,  and  must  be  treated  like  all  other  dis¬ 
eases,  by  lifting  up  the  general  vitality. 

This  must  he  done  through  sunshine,  fresh 
air,  exercise,  cleanliness,  much  sleep,  cheer¬ 
ful  society,  and  a  wise  diet.  To  give  such 
a  patient  medicated  vapors,  drugs  for  his 
stomach,  or  whiskey,  is  a  barbarism,  that 
must  soon  give  way  before  the  advancing 
light  of  our  civilization. 
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SUNSHINE  AND  HEALTH. 


Five  or  six  years  ago,  when  “  Our  Young 
Folks”  was  first  published,  Messrs.  Ticknor  & 
Fields  asked  me  to  write  some  articles  for 
that  magazine,  about  the  management  of  chil¬ 
dren.  One  of  those  articles  was  the  follow¬ 
ing.  It  was  published  in  the  September  num¬ 
ber  of  the  year  1865  :  — 

A  Few  Plain  Words  to  My  Little  Pale-Faced 
Friends. 

Three  years  ago  I  visited  my  dear  young 
friend,  Susie.  Although  she  lives  in  the  coun¬ 
try,  in  the  midst  of  splendid  grounds,  I  found 
her  with  a  very  pale  face,  and  blue  semi-cir¬ 
cles  under  the  eyes.  Her  lips  were  as  white 
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as  if  she  had  just  risen  from  a  sick-  bed  ;  and 
yet  her  mother  told  me  she  was  as  well  as 
usual.  Susie  was  seven  years  old,  and  a  most 
wonderful  child. 

I  said  to  her,  “  Well,  my  little  chick,  what 
makes  you  so  pale?” 

She  replied,  “  Oh,  I  was  always  pale.  An¬ 
nie  says  it  is  pretty.” 

When  we  were  all  sitting  around  the  din¬ 
ner-table,  I  introduced  the  subject  again,  for 
it  was  very  sad  to  find  this  beautiful  and 
promising  child  so  fragile.  Before  I  left,  I 
took  little  Susie’s  hand  and  we  walked  into 
the  garden.  “  And  now,”  said  I,  “  my  little 
one,  you  must  show  me  your  favorite  flower.” 

She  took  me  to  a  beautiful  moss-rose,  and 
exclaimed,  “  Oh,  that  is  the  most  beautiful 
flower  in  the  world ;  don’t  you  think  it  love¬ 
ly,  sir?” 

I  said,  “Now,  Susie,  I  shall  come  here 
again  in  two  weeks.  I  wish  you  would  dress 
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up  that  rose-bush  in  a  suit  of  your  own 
clothes,  and  allow  the  dress  to  remain  till  1 
return.” 

She  laughed,  and  said,  “Why,  how  queer! 
why  do  you  want  me  to  do  that  ?  ’  ’ 

I  replied,  “  Never  mind,  but  run  and  get 
the  clothes,  and  I  will  help  you  dress  it  up, 
and  see  if  it  looks  like  you.” 

So  off  she  ran  with  loud  shouts  to  ask 
mamma  for  a  suit  of  her  clothes.  Of  course, 
mamma  had  to  come  and  ask  if  I  was  seri¬ 
ous,  and  what  were  my  reasons.  I  said,  “  I 
cannot  give  you  my  reasons  to-day,  but  1 
assure  you  they  are  good  ones,  and  when 
I  come  again  I  will  explain  it  all  to  you.” 

So  a  specimen  of  each  and  every  kind  of 
garment  that  Susie  was  in  the  habit  of  wear¬ 
ing  was  brought  forward,  and  Susie  and  I 
spent  some  time  in  rigging  out  the  rose-bush. 
First  came  the  little  shirt,  which  made  it 

look  very  funny ;  then  came  the  little  waist 
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and  skirt,  then  the  frock,  then  the  apron,  and, 
finally,  over  all,  a  little  Shaker  sun-bonnet. 
When  we  had  reached  this  point,  Susie  cried 
out,  “  Now,  how  can  you  put  on  stockings 
and  shoes?”  I  said,  “We  will  cut  open  the 
stoekings  and  tie  them  around ;  the  shoes  we 
cannot  use.”  Of  course  we  all  laughed,  and 
Susie  thought  I  was  the  funniest  man  in  the 
world.  She  could  hardly  wait  for  me  to  come 
again,  to  tell  her  why  I  had  done  such  a  fun¬ 
ny  thing. 

In  two  weeks,  according  to  my  promise,  I 
was  at  my  friend’s  house  again.  Susie  had 
watched  her  little  rose-bush,  or,  rather,  the 
clothes  which  covered  it,  and  longed  for  my 
coming.  But  when  we  took  the  bonnet,  gown, 
skirt,  shirt  and  stockings  away,  lo  and  be¬ 
hold,  the  beautiful  rose-bush  had  lost  its  rich 
green,  the  flower  had  lost  its  beautiful  color, 
—  had  become,  like  its  mistress,  pale  and 
sickly. 
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“  Oh !  ”  she  cried,  “what  made  you  do  so? 
why,  you  have  spoiled  my  beautiful  rose-bush.” 

I  said,  “  Now,  my  dear  little  one,  you  must 
not  blame  me,  for  I  did  this  that  you  might 
remember  something  of  great  importance  to 
you.  You  and  this  rose-bush  live  out  here 
in  the  broad,  genial  sunshine  together.  You 
are  pale  and  sickly ;  the  rose-bush  has  been 
healthy  and  beautiful.  I  put  your  clothes  on 
this  rose-bush  to  show  you  why  you  are  so 
white  and  weak.  If  we  had  kept  these  clothes 
upon  the  hush  for  a  month  or  two,  it  would 
have  entirely  lost  its  color  and  health.” 

“But  would  you  have  me  go  naked,  sir?” 

“No,  not  altogether;  but  I  would  have 
you  healthy  and  happy.  And  now  I  am  go¬ 
ing  to  ask  your  papa  to  build  out  here  in 
the  garden  a  little  yard,  with  a  close  fence, 
and  when  the  sun  shines  you  must  come  out 
into  the  yard  with  your  nurse,  and  take  off 
all  your  clothes,  and  play  in  the  sunshine  for 
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half  an  hour,  or  until  your  skin  looks  pretty 
red.” 

After  a  hearty  laugh,  the  good  papa  asked 
if  I  was  serious  about  it.  I  told  him,  never 
more  so,  and  that  when  I  should  come  to  them 
again,  a  month  hence,  if  Susie  had  such  a 
baptism  in  the  sunshine  four  or  five  times  a 
week,  I  could  promise  that  the  headache  and 
sleeplessness  from  which  she  suffered  so  much 
would  he  lessened,  and  perhaps  removed. 

The  carpenter  was  set  at  work,  and  in  twd 
days  the  enclosure  surrounding  a  bed  of  flow¬ 
ers  was  completed.  At  eleven  o’clock  the 
next  morning,  a  naked  little  girl,  with  a  very 
white  skin,  might  have  been  seen  running 
about  within  the  pen ;  papa,  mamma,  and  the 
nurse  clapping  their  hands  and  shouting.  I 
had  been  careful  to  say  that  her  head  should 
be  well  protected  for  the  first  few  days  with 
a  large  damp  towel,  then  with  a  little  flat 
hat,  and,  finally,  the  head  must  be  exposed 
like  the  body. 
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I  looked  forward  with  a  good  deal  of  in¬ 
terest  to  my  next  visit.  Susie  met  me  with, 
“  Oh,  I  am  as  black  as  an  Indian.” 

“Well,  but  how  is  your  health?” 

The  good  mother  said,  “  She  certainly  has 
greatly  improved ;  her  appetite  is  better,  and 
I  never  knew  her  to  sleep  so  well  befoie.” 

There  were  four  children  in  the  family,  and 
all  of  them  greatly  needed  sun-baths.  As 
there  were  two  boys  and  two  girls,  it  came 
to  pass  soon  that  another  pen  was  built,  and 
four  naked  children  received  a  daily  baptism 
in  the  blessed  sunshine.  And  these  children 
all  improved  in  health,  as  much  as  that  rose¬ 
bush  did  after  we  removed  its  funny  dress. 
The  good  Lord  has  so  made  children  that 
they  are  as  dependent  upon  the  sun  for  their 
life  and  health  as  plants  are.  When  you 
try  to  make  a  house  -  plant  grow  far  re¬ 
moved  from  the  window,  where  the  direct 
rays  of  the  sun  cannot  fall  upon  it,  you 
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know  it  is  small,  pale  and  sickly  ;  it  will  not 
long  survive.  If,  in  addition  to  keeping  it 
from  the  window,  you  dress  it  with  the  clothes 
which  a  child  wears,  it  will  very  soon  sicken 
and  die.  If  you  keep  within  doors,  and  do 
not  go  into  the  sunshine,  or  if,  when  you  do 
go  out,  you  wear  a.  Shaker  bonnet  and  gloves, 
you  must,  like  the  house-plant,  become  pale 
and  sickly. 

Our  young  folks  will  ask  me,  “  What  is 
to  be  done?  Are  we  to  go  naked?” 

Oh  no,  not  naked,  but  it  would  add  great¬ 
ly  to  your  health  and  strength,  and  your 
ability  to  work  with  both  mind  and  body,  if 
every  part  of  your  body  could  be  exposed  to 
the  sunshine  a  little  time  every  day.  And 
if  you  are  pale  and  feeble,  the  victim  of 
throat,  lung,  nerve,  or  other  affection,  you 
must  seek  a  new  life  in  this  exposure  of  your 
whole  body  to  the  sun-bath.  But  if  you  go 
a  great  deal  in  the  open  air,  and  expose  your 
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face  and  hands  to  the  direct  rays  of  the  sun. 
you  will  probably  do  very  well. 

Just  think  of  it,  your  whole  body  under 
the  clothes,  always  in  the  dark,  like  a  pota 
to- vine  trying  to  grow  in  a  dark  cellar.  When 
you  take  off  your  dress  and  look  at  your 
skin,  are  you  not  sometimes  almost  frightened 
to  see  how  white  and  ghastly  it  seems?  How 
elastic,  tough  and  cheerful  our  young  folks 
would  become,  could  this  white,  sickly  skin 
be  exposed  every  day  to  the  sunshine !  In 
no  other  way  could  they  spend  an  hour  which 
would  contribute  so  much  to  their  welfare. 
Carry  that  white,  sickly  potato-vine  from  the 
cellar  out  into  the  blessed  sunshine,  and  im¬ 
mediately  it  begins  to  get  color,  health  and 
strength.  Carry  that  pale  little  girl  from  the 
dark  parlor,  where  she  is  nervous,  irritable 
and  unhappy,  into  the  sunshine,  and  imme¬ 
diately  the  blood  starts  anew ;  soon  the  skiu 
takes  on  a  beautiful  tinge,  the  little  one  di- 
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gests  better,  her  tongue  wears  a  better  color, 
she  sleeps  better,  her  nerves  are  quiet,  and 
many  happy  changes  come. 

Twenty  years  ago  I  saw  a  dear,  sweet 
child,  of  two  years,  die  of  croup.  More  than 
thirty  hours  we  stood  around  its  bed,  work¬ 
ing,  weeping,  praying,  hoping,  despairing ;  but 
about  one  o’clock  in  the  morning  the  last 
painful  struggle  for  breath  gave  way  to  the 
peaceful  sleep  of  death. 

On  the  following  Sunday  we  gathered  at 
the  sad  home  to  attend  the  funeral.  The  lit¬ 
tle  coffin  was  brought  out  under  a  shade-tree, 
and  placed  upon  a  chair,  just  under  the  win¬ 
dow  of  the  bedroom  where  the  little  one  had 
always  slept,  and  there  the  heart-broken  moth¬ 
er  and  father,  with  many  neighbors,  and  the 
kind-hearted  minister,  all  wept  together.  And 
then  we  all  walked  to  the  graveyard,  only  a 
little  distance  away,  and  buried  the.  little  one 
in  the  cold  ground. 
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On  the  very  evening  of  that  day,  the  broth 
er  of  Charlie,  who  was  about  two  years  older, 
was  taken  with  the  same  disease.  I  was  called 
in  to  see  him.  Oh,  how  pitiful,  how  very 
touching,  were  the  moanings  and  groanings  of 
that  mother !  When  the  sun  rose  the  next 
morning,  the  sufferer  was  better ;  as  night 
came  on  he  was  much  worse  again,  but  on 
the  following  day  was  able  to  ride  out. 

Within  a  few  days  I  sought  an  opportunity 
to  speak  with  the  parents  about  the  manage¬ 
ment  of  their  little  son.  It  was  painful  to 
tell  them  that  I  thought  they  might  have  pre¬ 
vented  the  death  of  Charlie.  But  I  said  what 
T  thought  was  true,  and  then  advised  a  new 
policy  in  the  case  of  the  remaining  child.  I 
said  to  them,  “  Your  son  who  has  been  taken 
from  you,  was  carefully  screened  from  the  sun¬ 
shine.  When  he  rode  out  in  the  baby-wagon, 
it  was  always  under  cover.  And  he  slept  al¬ 
ways  in  that  bedroom,  into  which  the  direct 
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rays  of  the  sun  never  come  ;  that  great  tree 
makes  it  impossible.  A  child  cannot  live 
where  a  plant  will  not  grow ;  and  if  you 
doubt  what  I  am  telling  you,  try  a  pot  of 
flowers  in  Charlie’s  bedroom.  You  will  find 
that,  in  a  single  month,  the  leaves  will  fall, 
and  the  plant  will  die.  Charlie  spent  three 
quarters  of  his  life  in  that  bedroom.” 

The  mother,  at  length,  when  convinced,  cried 
out  in  very  anguish  of  soul,  “  What  shall  we 
do ?  what  shall  we  do?” 

“  Well,”  I  said,  “  my  dear  friend,  if  you 
would  save  this  child,  and  that  is  the  only 
available  sleeping-room  for  it,  I  advise  that 
you  have  the  trees  which  shade  that  part  of 
the  house  cut  down.  Trees  should  never  be 
allowed  to  shade  human  dwellings.  They  are 
very  beautiful  and  noble  objects,  to  my  own 
fancy  more  beautiful  and  noble  than  any  oth¬ 
er  productions  of  our  planet,  and  I  would 
have  them  multiplied,  but  would  not  have 
them  near  our  houses.” 
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The  trees  were  cut  down,  the  blessed  sun- 
shine  came  in  to  dry,  sweeten  and  purify  the 
bedroom.  Its  atmosphere  was  so  changed  that 
no  one  could  fail  to  observe  it.  The  child 
was  kept  much  in  the  open  air,  and  when 
taking  his  midday  nap,  he  was  occasionally 
laid  naked  upon  a  mattress,  near  a  window, 
in  the  direct  rays  of  the  sun,  his  head  pro¬ 
tected,  Out  the  rest  of  the  body  exposed  to 
the  sunshine.  The  little  fellow’s  health  great¬ 
ly  improved.  I  believe  he  never  had  another 
attack  of  croup. 

Our  young  folks  should  never  sleep  in  bed¬ 
rooms  that  have  not  the  direct  sunshine.  They 
should  never  sleep  in  bedrooms  the  windows 
of  which  are  shaded  by  a  piazza  or  a  tree ; 
and  if  they  would  have  the  very  best  health, 
they  must  live  as  constantly  as  possible  in 
the  sunshine.  And  all  who  have  delicate 
health  must,  with  their  clothes  removed,  take 
daily  sun-baths  during  the  summer  season. 
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Such  a  bath  will  give  them  very  little  trou¬ 
ble,  and  they  have  no  idea  how  much  it  will 
add  to  their  health  and  happiness.  One  good 
bath  in  the  sunshine  is  worth  more  than  many 
baths  in  water,  valuable  as  these  are.  Some 
people  admire  pale  girls.  They  make  very 
good  ghosts,  but  are  not  worth  much  as  girls. 
God  hung  up  that  great  sun  in  the  heavens 
as  the  fountain  of  light,  health,  beauty  and 
glory  for  our  earth.  Our  young  folks,  by  liv¬ 
ing  in  houses  with  piazzas,  shade-trees,  clos^ 
blinds  and  curtains,  and  by  using  in  their 
walks  broad-brimmed  hats,  gloves,  parasols  and 
veils,  deprive  themselves,  in  great  part,  of 
the  many  blessings  which  our  Heavenly  Fa¬ 
ther  would  confer  on  them  through  the  great 
sun. 

The  above  was  widely  circulated  in  “  Our 
Young  Folks,”  and  has  been  copied  into  oth¬ 
er  magazines  and  papers.  I  can  but  trust  it 
has  been  productive  of  good. 
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For  many  years  I  have  advised,  in  the  case 
of  a  weak,  emaciated  child,  the  sun  -  bath. 
These  little,  frail,  half-baked  creatures  that 
die  of  marasmus,  would,  in  hundreds  of  cases 
recover,  if  they  could  be  thoroughly  cooked, 
or  baked  over  in  the  sun.  With  what  magi¬ 
cal  rapidity  I  have  seen  little,  ghostly,  dying 
things  recover,  by  two  or  three  hours  daily 
sleeping  and  rolling  about  naked  in  the  sun¬ 
shine. 

We  all  know  that  hot  fomentations,  sharp 
friction,  mustard  poultices,  blisters,  and  other 
counter-irritants  constitute  the  most  effective 
part  of  medical  treatment ;  it  is  the  only 
feature  which  has  continued  from  age  to  age 
in  the  art  of  medicine.  In  everything  else 
there  has  been  constant  change,  revolution, 
contradiction.  But  the  practice  of  counter- 
irritation  has  continued,  without  essential  mod¬ 
ifications,  from  time  immemorial  to  the  pres¬ 
ent  hour.  In  exposing  the  skin  to  a  burning 
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sun.  we  get  more  of  counter-irritation  than  by 
all  other  means ;  it  reaches  every  part  of  the 
surface,  and  more  than  all  this,  there  is,  in 
the  sun’s  rays,  a  vitalizing  power  which  comes 
from  no  other  source.  Plants  soon  die  in  any 
other  light.  The  strongest  gas-light  will  not 
help  them ;  but  they  reflect  the  gorgeous 
beauty  of  the  sun,  and  send  up  a  fragance 
of  thanksgiving.  Men  would  become  ghastly 
in  the  concentrated  light  of  a  thousand  gas- 
burners  ;  it  is  only  in  the  sun-light  that  they 
can  live.  If  this  vitalizing  power  could  flood 
the  entire  skin  of  a  pale  girl  two  or  three 
hours  a  day,  in  a  few  months  she  would  as¬ 
tonish  us  with  her  abounding  vitality  and  spirit. 

EXPERIMENT  UPON  A  HOUSE-PLANT. 

I  made  an  experiment  upon  a  house-plant 
It  had  been  standing  for  several  weeks  in  a 
southern  window,  aul  was  just  beginning  to 
blossom.  The  flowers  and  leaves  were  partic- 
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ularly  rich  and  beautiful.  I  removed  the  plant 
to  a  shelf  on  the  reap  wall  of  the  room,  and 
then  holding  the  newspaper  near  it,  found 
every  word  quite  legible. 

In  forty-eight  hours  the  delicate  tints  be¬ 
gan  to  grow  a  little  dim.  In  six  days,  flow¬ 
er  and  leaf  were  drooping ;  in  two  days  more, 
the  petals  began  to  fall  away ;  in  two  weeks 
from  the  beginning  of  the  experiment,  the 
leaves  were  yellow,  and  many  of  them  had 
fallen. 


EXPERIMENT  UPON  A  ROSE-BUSH. 

I  want  to  tell  you  of  another  experiment. 

In  my  friend’s  garden  there  stood  a  beau¬ 
tiful  rose-bush.  It  had  just  begun  to  bloom, 
and  it  gladdened  our  eyes  with  twelve  full 
blossoms  and  eighty-six  buds.  I  directed  my 
carpenter  to  build  a  little  shanty  over  it.  The 
bush  was  thus  closed  in  on  every  side  ex¬ 
cept  the  north.  But  it  was  light  enough  in- 
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side  to  read  the  finest  print  without  difficulty 
The  little  shanty  closed  over  our  beautiful 
roses  on  Wednesday  evening.  On  the  follow¬ 
ing  Sunday  afternoon  we  visited  the  poor 
prisoner,  and  found  that  already  it  was  be¬ 
ginning  to  look  sad. 

On  the  following  Sunday  our  beautiful  rose¬ 
bush  was  in  a  pitiful  condition.  All  the  ex¬ 
quisite  tints  and  shades  were  beginning  to 
fade  into  a  common  dullness,  while  the  whole 
expression  was  weak  and  sick. 

Buds  that  would  have  displayed  their  full 
beauty  in  two  days  were  still  hesitating. 

After  watching  our  sweet,  patient,  and  dy¬ 
ing  prisoner  for  awhile,  and  wondering  that 
with  so  much  light  it  could  not  see  its  way, 
we  tore  away  the  envious,  cruel  boards,  and 
let  in  a  flood  of  sunshine. 

The  following  Sunday  we  paid  another  visit 
to  our  rose-bush,  and  I  cannot  tell  you  what 
a  glad  sight  it  was.  Although  the  neighbor- 
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ing  bushes  were  much  more  advanced,  never¬ 
theless  ours  had  become  brilliant  and  joyous 
again. 


ANOTHER  ROSE-BUSH. 

"We  selected  another  vigorous  bush,  and  sim¬ 
ply  put  a  board  cover  over  it,  leaving  the 
sides  open ;  and  then  we  removed  even  this 
cover  one  hour  in  the  middle  of  each  day. 
When  this  treatment  had  been  continued  for 
eleven  days,  we  took  away  the  cover,  and 
asked  a  few  lady  friends  to  visit  the  garden 
with  us.  On  coming  to  the  clump  of  rose¬ 
bushes,  they  exclaimed :  — 

“Oh!  how  beautiful;  how  very  beautiful.” 
“Young  ladies,  which  of  all  these  rose¬ 
bushes  do  you  most  admire?  I  must  first  tell 
you  that,  some  days  since,  I  asked  the  Dea¬ 
con  which  he  thought  the  most  fresh  and 
beautiful,  and  he  selected  this  one/’ 

“What,  that  one?” 

M 
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“  Yes,  he  thought  this  one  looked  the 
strongest,  and  had  the  richest  colors.” 

“Now,  is  that  really  so?” 

“  Yes,  I  brought  him  out  here  on  purpose 
to  ask  him,  and  he  selected  this  one  at  once.” 

“  Well,  he  must  have  queer  eyes.  That’s 
just  like  these  men,  they  don’t  seem  to  know 
anything ;  why,  that  is  really  the  meanest  one 
in  the  whole  lot.  It  looks  as  if  it  had  a  fit 
of  the  dumps.” 

Then  I  had  to  tell  them  that  the  Deacon 
was  right,  and  that,  in  his  selection,  he  had 
shown  the  characteristic  discrimination  and 
taste  of  men!  but  that,  during  a  number  of 
days,  the  great  solar  artist  had  been  partially 
interrupted  in  his  exquisite  touches  upon  this 
particular  bush,  —  in  fact,  I  gave  them  a  lit¬ 
tle  lecture,  then  and  there,  upon  the  relations 
between  sunshine  and  beauty. 

EXPERIMENT  UPON  A  ROSE-GIRL. 

One  of  my  neighbors,  Major  P - ,  has  u 
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daughter,  whom  we  will  name  Rose.  The 
Major  not  having  a  rose-bush,  tried  an  ex 
periment  on  his  Rose  -  girl.  This  was  his 
method :  — 

.  In  the  first  place,  he  sent  her  up  into 
New  Hampshire  in  June,  and  kept  her  there, 
living  out  in  the  sunshine,  till  the  last  of 
September.  Then  he  brought  her  in  town, 
and  we  all  had  a  chance  to  examine  her.  She 
was  really  in  a  very  strange  condition.  In 
the  first  place,  her  manner  of  walking  was 
singular.  I  cannot  describe  it  better  than  to 
say  that  she  seemed  to  go  by  jerk.  In  put¬ 
ting  one  foot  forward  to  take  a  step,  the  foot 
behind  gave  a  sudden  and  vigorous  push. 

My  opinion,  as  a  medical  man,  was  not 
asked ;  but  my  diagnosis,  before  a  medical 
class,  would  have  been  this :  — 

4  4  Gentlemen,  in  the  case  of  Miss  Rose 

P - there  is  considerable  physical  vigor, 

which  seems  to  show  itself  by  an  extraordi- 
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nary  activity  and  strength  of  muscle,  and  an 
unusual  ebullition  of  animal  spirits.  And,  gen¬ 
tlemen,  although  these  manifestations  are  ex¬ 
traordinary,  and  very  rare  among  young  la¬ 
dies,  I  do  not  regard  the  case  as  immediately 
alarming.  Indeed,  gentlemen,  it  is  my  opin¬ 
ion  that  this  remarkable  malady  will  disap¬ 
pear  without  active  treatment,  if  the  patient 
be  confined  in  a  strait  jacket,  and  kept  quiet 
in  a  dark  room. 

“That  peculiar  sparkle  of  the  young  lady’s 
eyes  will,  likewise,  soon  disappear,  under  this 
treatment.” 

Without  asking  my  opinion,  or  a  prescrip¬ 
tion,  the  Major  did  exactly  what  I  have  sug¬ 
gested.  The  daughter  was  laced  in  a  strait 
jacket,  or  a  corset,  (which  squeezes  a  good 
deal  harder,)  and  she  remained  in  a  dark 
parlor  and  curtained  bedroom  all  but  about  an 
hour  a  day ;  and  then,  unless  it  was  partic¬ 
ularly  bright  and  pleasant,  she  rode  during 
that  one  hour  in  a  covered  carriage. 
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In  two  months  'the  experiment  was  a  com¬ 
plete  success.  As  in  the  case  of  the  rose¬ 
bush,  so  in  the  case  of  the  Rose-girl,  the 
absence  of  sunshine  had  produced  a  limp, 
weak,  sick  state. 

Miss  Rose  had  lost  all  the  elastic  bound  in 
her  manner  of  walking,  all  the  hearty  ring 
in  her  laugh,  all  the  color  in  her  face,  all 
the  shine  of  her  eyes,  all  her  power  of  dif¬ 
fusing  joy  about  her. 

There  are  other  experiments  of  a  similar 
kind  in  progress,  and  persons  who  are  inter¬ 
ested  in  this  sort  of  scientific  observation,  will, 
by  calling  at  their  next  door  neighbor’s,  find 
very  interesting  opportunities  to  prosecute  such 
studies. 

Shade-trees,  piazzas,  blinds,  curtains,  car¬ 
riage-tops  and  parasols  produce  weak  eyes, 
weak  nerves,  weak  digestion ,  weak  .spines, 
weak  muscles,  weak  volition,  and,  in  brief, 
weak  women. 
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As  argued  in  my  recent  work,  u  Talks  about 
People’s  Stomachs,”  the  function  of  digestion 
is  powerfully  affected  by  the  light. 

Place  the  richest  earth  and  plenty  of  water 
about  a  potato- vine  in  the  cellar ;  it  can’t 
digest  its  food,  and  must  remain  pale  and 
weak. 

Go  up  stairs  into  the  drawing-room,  and 
you  will  find  girls ,  (excuse  me,  I  mean  young 
ladies ,)  who  look  so  exactly  like  the  potato- 
vine  in  the  cellar,  that  you  are  not  at  all 
surprised  to  find  them  under  the  same  roof, 
for  they  are  clearly  members  of  the  same  fam 
ily,  —  the  anti-solar  family. 

The  next  system  of  treatment  for  invalids 
will  be  the  “  Sun- Cure.”  Institutions  will  be 
established,  to  which  patients  will  flock  for 
the  cure  of  chronic  maladies.  Affections  of 
the  stomach  and  liver,  will,  by  the  “  Sun- 
Cure,”  be  relieved  almost  as  if  by  a  miracle. 
One,  two  or  three  hours  a  day,  patients  will 
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be  exposed  nude,  to  the  sun,  either  in  part, 
—  for  example,  the  abdomen  or  back,  or  over 
the  entire  person,  when  the  fault  is  one  of 
digestion  and  assimilation.  Young  ladies  in 
the  matrimonial  market,  who  are  such  ghosts 
that  the  men  shudder  and  run  away  from 
them,  will  spend  three  months  in  one  of  these 
institutions,  and  return  as  brown  and  sweet  as 
their  admirers  could  wish.  In  the  coming 
“sun-cure,”  diseases  which  are  now  regarded 
as  well-nigh  incurable,  for  example,  some 
forms  of  neuralgia,  will  be  quickly  relieved. 

Whether  the  banks  pay  specie  or  not,  wheth¬ 
er  trade  flourishes  or  languishes,  whatever  may 
be  our  success  or  failure  in  life,  let  us  keep 
wide  open  the  flood-gates  of  life ;  let  us  be 
true  children  of  the  sun,  worshipping,  not 
with  prostrate  forms,  but,  standing  upright  in 
the  image  of  God,  express  our  gratitude  by 
baptismal  evolutions  in  the  all-glorious  light 
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A  WORD  ABOUT  BATHS. 


My  dear  girls,  I  want  to  speak  to  you  very 
plainly  about  baths. 

The  clearness  of  the  mind,  the  brightness 
of  the  spirits,  the  beauty  of  the  skin,  —  in 
one  word,  the  purity  of  the  whole  system,  de¬ 
pends  upon  the  free  escape  of  the  worn-out 
matter.  You  all  know  about  this  economy  of 
nature. 

Look  at  this  dish  of  fruit,  —  grapes,  peaches, 
pears ;  how  beautiful,  how  fragrant,  how  de¬ 
licious.  How  lusciously  they  melt  in  the 
mouth ! 

Transfer  them  to  the  stomach.  If  we  could 
watch  the  interior  processes,  we  should  find, 
in  a  few  hours,  these  exquisite  fruits  changed 
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into  filthy,  poisonous  liquids  and  gases.  How 
shall  we  get  rid  of  this  stuff?  The  most 
simple  avenue  of  escape  is  found  in  millions 
of  small  holes  through  the  skin.  Out  of  these 
the  effete,  poisonous  matter  passes  away. 

OILY  SECRETIONS  OF  THE  SKIN. 

The  skin  is  constantly  secreting  oil.  It 
oozes  out  and  lies  on  the  surface. 

We  live  in  an  atmosphere  filled  with  dust, 
besides,  there  is  constantly  escaping  from  our 
clothes,  dust  and  dirt  of  various  kinds.  These 
things,  with  the  oil  of  the  skin,  plug  up  a 
portion  of  the  pores,  so  that  the  effete,  dirty 
matter  cannot  escape. 

Keeping  these  poisons  in  the  system,  not 
only  produces  pimples  upon  the  face,  and  dis¬ 
coloration  of  the  skin,  but  dullness  and  heavi¬ 
ness  of  the  -whole  system.  The  mind  becomes 
foggy,  the  spirits  low,  the  muscles  stiff  and 
sore,  the  breath  and  perspiration  offensive,  the 
whole  system  unclean. 

M* 


274 


Our  girls. 

Those  portions  of  our  skins  that  we  covet 
with  clothes  are  somewhat  difficult  to  keep 
clean.  Roll  up  your  sleeve  when  you  arm  is 
perspiring,  and  rub  the  skin  hard  with  your 

naked  hand.  You  will  be  surprised  at  the 

rolls  of  dirt  which  the  rubbing  will  bring 
away.  You  may  rub  some  minutes  in  the 
same  place,  before  the  little  rolls  will  stop 

coming.  This  dirt  is  held  by  the  oil  of  the 
skin. 

IMPORTANCE  OF  SOAP. 

Nothing  cleans  the  skin  like  soap.  Wet¬ 
ting  the  skin  every  morning  with  simple  water, 
and  wiping  it  off,  will  not  keep  it  clean. 

Such  simple  water  baths  contribute  to  clean¬ 
liness,  and  are  useful ;  but  the  cleanest  con¬ 
dition  of  the  surface  cannot  be  secured  by  such 
means. 


DETAILS  OF  THE  BATH. 

Let  me  tell  you  just  how  to  manage  your 
daily  baths.  You  must  have  a  bathing  mat, 


our  Girls.  275 

which  you  can  procure  at  any  rubber  store. 
It  consists  of  a  circular,  thin  rubber  sheet, 
four  or  five  feet  in  diameter,  with  the  edge 
turned  up  two  inches.  This,  during  the  day, 
has  been  folded  up  and  thrown  aside.  When 
you  want  to  bathe,  spread  it  out,  and  you 
have  a  tub  four  feet  in  diameter,  and  just  as 
good  as  though  the  sides  were  two  feet  high. 
This  is  all  the  bath-tub  you  need.  Perhaps 
I  ought  to  say,  that  if  it  is  not  convenient 
to  purchase  one  of  these  at  a  rubber  store, 
you  can  make  one  with  a  large  piece  of  oil¬ 
cloth,  by  sewing  a  rope  into  its  edge.  Of 
course  you  must  have  a  wash-bowl  with  two  or 
three  quarts  of  water.  Next,  a  pair  of  bath¬ 
ing  mittens,  —  simple  bags,  —  loosely  fitting 
your  hands.  These  are  made  of  the  ends  of 
a  worn-out  crass  or  Turkish  towel,  though 
any  thick  linen  will  do. 

Now  with  a  piece  of  good  soap,  —  it  mat¬ 
ters  little  what  kind,  —  you  are  ready. 
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You  have  removed  jour  night-dress,  you 
are  standing  upon  the  centre  of  jour  bathing 
mat,  with  jour  mittens  or  bags  upon  jour 
hands.  Seize  the  soap,  make  abundant  soap¬ 
suds,  and  go  over  every  part  of  the  skin. 
Rub  the  soap  several  times,  that  every  por¬ 
tion  of  the  skin  may  be  thoroughly  covered 
with  soap-suds.  Now,  dipping  your  hands  in¬ 
to  the  water,  rinse  olf  the  soap,  although  if 
it  is  winter,  and  the  free  use  of  water  chills 
you,  you  may  apply  very  little  water,  and  wipe 
the  soap-suds  from  your  skin.  Indeed,  with 
many  persons,  it  is  an  excellent  practice  to 
leave  a  certain  portion  of  the  soap  on  the 
skin.  It  will  continue  the  process  of  neutral¬ 
izing  the  oil.  I  have  myself  derived  advan¬ 
tage  and  satisfaction,  during  the  cold  season, 
by  the  free  use  of  soap,  with  very  limited 
quantities  of  water. 
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BATH-ROOMS. 

The  ordinary  bath-tub  is  a  humbug.  That 
zinc  coffin,  in  which  you  lie  down,  put  your 
head  upon  a  strap  at  one  end,  to  keep  your¬ 
self  from  drowning,  and  then  balance  yourself 
for  a  while  in  a  sort  of  floating  condition,  is 
simply  a  stupid  absurdity.  You  can’t  even 
rub  yourself  to  advantage ;  and  if  you  are 
determined  to  rub  your  body,  you  are  sure  to 
bruise  your  elbows  against  the  sides  of  the 
coffin. 

With  the  exception  of  those  baths  which 
are  given  for  some  special  remedial  purpose, 
all  baths  should  be  hand  baths.  The  bather 
should  apply  the  soap  and  water  to  her  own 
skin,  and  that  she  may  use  it  freely  and  in 
her  own  comfortable  bedroom,  the  bath-mat, 
which  I  have  described,  is  indispensable.  It 
never  wears  out,  gives  no  care,  and  is.  on 
the  whole,  a  most  happy  device. 
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HOT  AND  COLD  BATHS. 

The  appliiation  of  cold  or  hot  water  to  the 
skin,  produces  two  effects,  —  a  primary  and  a 
secondary,  —  action  and  reaction. 

If  the  water  be  cold ,  the  primary  effect  is 
to  make  the  skin  cold.  When  the  secondary 
effect  or  reaction  comes  on,  the  skin  becomes 
warm.  If  hot  water  be  applied  to  the  skin, 

the  primary  effect  is  to  make  the  skin  hot*; 

the  secondary  effect,  or  reaction,  leaves  it  cold. 

The  first  effect  is  a  momentary  one ;  the 

second  effect,  or  reaction,  continues  a  long 
time. 

Timid  girls  exclaim  :  — 

“  Cold  water!  of  course  you  don’t  mean 

cold  water !  What,  cold  water,  right  on  me 
and  all  over  me?  Why,  Doctor,  I  couldn’t 
stand  it!  it  would  kill  me !  ” 

“  Do  you  think  you  could  take  a  hot 


bath?” 
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“Oh,  certainly;  I  could  take  a  hot  bath  ■ 
easy  •  enough.”  This  conversation  occurs  in 
January. 

My  dear  child,  you  are  entirely  mistaken. 
Everybody  can  take  a  cold  hath,  if  properly 
managed,  every  day  of  the  year ;  but,  during 
the  cold  weather,  it  takes  a  strong  constitu¬ 
tion  to  bear  a  hot  bath ;  for  although  the 
first,  or  momentary  effect,  is  to  make  the  skin 
warm  and  comfortable,  the  secondary  effect,  or 
reaction,  which  comes  on  very  soon  and  lasts 
a  long  time,  is  to  make  the  surface  very  cold. 

During  the  warm  weather,  the  hot  bath  is 
a  great  luxury.  For  the  moment  it  makes 
you  warm,  but  the  secondary  effect,  or  reac¬ 
tion,  which  will  continue  for  a  long  time, 
leaves  you  in  a  cool,  comfortable  state. 

Foot  baths  afford  a  happy  illustration  of  this 
Homoeopathic  law,  “  Similia  Similibus  Curan- 
tur ”  —  “  like  are  cured  by  like” 

You  are  troubled  with  cold  feet.  Dip  the 
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bottoms  of  your  feet  in  cold  water.  Let  the 
water  be  half  an  inch  deep.  Hold  the  feet 
there  four  or  five  minutes,  and  then  give  them 
a  good  rubbing.  Perhaps  stand  on  the  car¬ 
pet  with  your  naked  feet,  and  twist  from  side 
to  side,  until  your  feet  are  burning.  Not  only 
will  your  feet  remain  warm  all  night,  but  after 
practicing  this  two  or  three  weeks,  unless  your 
digestion  is  very  weak,  your  feet  will  become 
warm  as  a  habit. 

On  the  contrary,  if  you  are  troubled  with 
burning  feet,  a  frequent  hot  foot  bath  will 
cure  you. 

But  in  every  case  the  employment  of  hot 
foot  baths  will  give  tendency  to  cold  in  the 
head. 

But  you  say  again  that  you  like  cold  baths 
well  enough  in  warm  weather ;  but  if  you 
use  the  cold  bath  in  the  winter,  it  makes  you 
cold  and  shivery,  it  gives  you  headache  and 
depresses  you. 
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Ah,  I  see  you  haven’t  taken  the  bath  in 
the  right  way.  If  you  take  it  in  the  way  I 
suggest,  no  such  effects  will  follow.  Apply 
soap  to  every  part  of  your  skin  rapidly  with 
your  bathing  mittens.  That  is  the  most  im 
portant  part  of  the  bath.  Now  put  on  just 
as  much  or  just  as  little  water  as  your  com 
fort  may  suggest.  If  you  can  bear  a  good 

deal,  you  may  put  it  on ;  but  if  you  are 

sensitive  to  the  cold,  manage  in  the  way  I 
have  suggested,  —  put  on  the  soap,  follow  with 
a  damp  mitten,  and  do  it  all  just  as  rapidly 
as  your  hands  can  move,  so  that  from  the 
time  you  take  off  your  night  dress,  until  the 
soap  has  been  applied  to  every  part  of  the 

body,  and  followed  by  the  damp  mitten  and 

dry  towels,  will  not  be  more  than  one  to  two 
minutes.  If  this  is  done  in  your  bedroom, 
instead  of  a  cold  bath-room,  you  will  hardly 
be  chilled  or  depressed  by  it.  If  you  are  so 
exceedingly  sensitive  that  even  this  momen- 


282 


OUR  GIRLS. 


tary  exposure  with  a  moist  skin  produces  an 
unpleasant  chilliness,  then  follow  the  soap  bath 
by  the  most  vigorous  use  of  a  pair  of  hair 
gloves. 


HAIR  GLOVES  OR  MITTENS. 

For  three  thousand  years,  hair  mittens  have 
been  in  use.  Hippocrates  rubbed  himself  with 
a  pair. 

Girls,  you  should  all  have  a  pair  of  hair 
mittens.  Buy  Lawrence’s  English  patent. 
They  are  the  best  in  the  market.  At  night, 
when  you  are  about  "to  retire,  rub  every  part 
of  the  skin  till  it  is  as  red  as  a  boiled  lob¬ 
ster.  Ah,  how  sweet  it  makes  the  sleep,  how 
sure  to  remove  all  tendency  to  morning  head 
ache.  I  have  seen  this  practice  entirely  break 
up  unpleasant  dreams.  Your  skins  are  always 
in  the  dark.  They  become  pale  and  bloodless. 
The  blood  which  should  circulate  in  the  skin, 
retires  within  the  body,  producing  congestion 
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of  the  liver,  with  bad  complexion ;  conges¬ 
tion  of  the  stomach,  with  dyspepsia ;  conges¬ 
tion  of  the  heart  and  lungs,  with  short  and 
labored  breath,  and  congestion  of  the  brain, 
with  headache. 

If  the  skin,  which  has  so  many  blood-vessels, 
and  is  designed  to  hold  so  large  a  quantity 
of  blood,  —  if  the  skin  enjoyed  a  constant, 
free,  vigorous  circulation,  it  would  relieve  the 
organs  within  the  body  of  most  of  their  suf¬ 
ferings.  I  know  of  no  ether  simple  or  single 
means,  by  which  such  circulation  can  be  es¬ 
tablished  and  maintained  in  the  skin,  as  by 
the  constant  and  spirited  use  of  the  hair 
mittens.  Besides,  it  will  do  wonders  for  the 
beauty  of  your  face.  Giving  the  skin  of  the 
residue  of  the  body  a  free  circulation,  the 
skin  of  the  face  is  not  likely  to  be  called 
upon  to  do  more  than  its  share  of  removing 
the  effete  matter  in  the  system,  and,  there¬ 
fore,  is  not  likely  to  take  on  pimples  and 
other  evidences  of  impurities  in  the  blood. 
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HOME  GYMNASIUM. 


The  effeminacy  of  oar  civilized  life,  with  the 
employment  of  machinery  for  the  hard  work, 
necessitates  a  resort  to  artificial  physical  exer 
cise. 

Every  home,  especially  where  there  are  chil¬ 
dren,  should  have  a*  room  devoted  altogether, 
or,  on  occasions,  to  gymnastic  exercises. 

Happily,  Schreber,  the  most  eminent  of  the 
German  school  of  physical  training,  h<‘is  de¬ 
vised  a  complete  apparatus  for  family  use,  to 
which  he  has  given  the  name  of  “  Pangym- 
nastikon,  (which  may  be  translated  as  mean¬ 
ing  all  exercises  upon  one  piece  of  appar¬ 
atus). 

This  piece  of  apparatus  weighs  not  more 
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than  ten  pounds,  may  be  put  into  a  small 
box,  can  be  hung  up  in  any  room  or  hall,  a 
parlor,  for  example,  in  a  minute,  and  offers 
complete  facilities  for  a  greater  variety  of  fas¬ 
cinating  and  effective  physical  exercises  than 
can  be  found  in  a  gymnastic  hall  a  hundred 
feet  long,  fifty  feet  wide,  and  filled  with  the 
ordinary  gymnastic  apparatus. 

When  no  longer  needed,  it  may  be  taken 
down  and  put  away  in  a  moment. 

This  piece  of  apparatus  is  pretty,  inexpen¬ 
sive,  and  perfectly  safe.  The  manufacturers 
furnish  with  it  six  little  wall  maps,  on  which 
are  represented,  in  engravings,  one  hundred 
different  exercises,  arranged  in  six  groups,  and 
adapted  to  the  varying  strength  and  capacity 
of  the  pupils.  A  very  considerable  number 
of  the  best  of  these  can  be  performed  by  girls 
and  women  in  their  ordinary  long  skirts. 

But  if  I  had  daughters  in  my  own  family, 
and  we  were  using  the  Pangymnastikon,  I 
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should  urge  them  to  drop  their  long  skirts  at 
the  hour  of  exercise,  and  wear  a  pair  of  loose 
*  pants  and  a  jacket.  Such  a  dress  would  per¬ 
mit  many  profitable  exercises  for  the  legs  and 
hips,  which  women  greatly  need. 

They  seem  now,  except,  perhaps,  in  the 
case  of  dancing  girls,  to  be  almost  as  help¬ 
less,  in  any  extraordinary  circumstances,  as 
our  wooden-legged  soldiers. 

For  example,  if  a  woman  undertake  to  step 
upon  a  street  car  when  it  is  motion,  she  is 
sure  to  lose  her  balance ;  and  if  she  steps  off 
the  car  when  it  is  in  motion,  though  the 
horses  are  only  walking,  down  she  goes.  An 
hour’s  exercise  each  day  with  the  Pangym - 
nastikon  would  soon  cure  her  of  this  awk¬ 
ward  helplessness,  and,  at  the  same  time, 
would  develop  the  muscles  about  the  lower 
part  of  her  body,  and  thus  save  her  from 
numberless  weaknesses  and  sufferings. 
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WHAT  YOU  SHOULD  EAT. 


In  all  countries  where  food  is  plenty  and 
cheap,  excessive  eating  is  well-nigh  universal. 

The  parents  indulge  in  excesses,  the  father 
inflames  his  appetite  with  narcotics,  the  chil¬ 
dren  inherit  an  unnatural  craving ;  during  the 
nursing  period  they  are  fed  constantly ,  dur¬ 
ing  childhood  they  are  bated  with  cakes,  can 
dies  and  other  sweetmeats,  and  afterwards  they 
are  tempted  with  a  variety  of  condimented 
meats,  and  these  are  followed  with  appetizing 
desserts,  fruits,  and  other  tit-bits. 

CONSEQUENCES. 

The  results  are  seen  on  every  hand,  in  al¬ 
most  every  individual.  The  stomach  becomes 
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weak  and  deranged,  the  body  heavy  and  in¬ 
elastic,  the  mind  foggy  and  sluggish,  the  tem¬ 
per  irritable. 

In  no  other  department  of  American  life  do 
we  so  much  need  a  thorough  reform.  Fash¬ 
ionable  people  hate  the  word  reform ,  but  in 
this  connection  no  other  word  will  answer ; 
we  must  set  about  a  thorough,  earnest,  rad¬ 
ical  reform. 

The  Creator  has  so  contrived  our  bodies,  He 
has  made  them  so  resistant  and  elastic,  that 
an  occasional  abuse  seems  to  make  little  im¬ 
pression. 

For  example,  a  man  may  get  drunk  once 
a  month,  and  at  the  end  of  a  dozen  years 
he  seems  scarcely  touched  by  the  vice ;  al¬ 
though,  as  the  physiologist  has  shown  us, 
upon  each  indulgence  the  lining  coat  of  the 
stomach  is  strangely  inflamed,  and  changed  in 
appearance ;  indeed,  for  three  or  four  days 
after  each  debauch  the  mucous  lining  of  the 
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stomach  continues  to  exude  a  matter  which 
closely  resembles  pus.  Besides  these  marked 
and  apparently  alarming  effects,  it  is  well 
known  that  alcohol  is  a  powerful  poison  to 
every  tissue  of  the  body,  especially  to  the 
nerve ;  and  yet  the  alcohol  is  not  digested, 
but  goes,  bodily  and  unchanged,  creeping 
through  every  atom  of  the  brain  itself ;  nev¬ 
ertheless,  after  hours  of  deep,  death-like  leth¬ 
argy,  the  man  awakens,  and  his  wonderful 
mechanism  is  ready  to  grapple  again  with  the 
duties  of  life. 

A  child  takes  into  its  mouth  a  bit  of  to¬ 
bacco.  It  is  followed  by  a  pale  face,  cold 
sweat,  alarming  palpitations,  and  violent  vom¬ 
iting.  And  yet,  after  a  little  practice,  the 
human  system  may  be  deluged  with  this  pow¬ 
erful,  narcotic  poison,  —  a  man’s  mouth  may 
be  kept  swimming,  month  after  month,  with 
the  strongest  juice  of  the  strongest  tobacco,  — 

his  very  perspiration  may  be  so  filled  with 
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this  intense  poison,  that,  falling  on  the  bat¬ 
tle-field,  the  most  loathsome  beast  of  prey 
will  not  touch  his  body.  Yet  so  complete  is 
his  facility  of  adaptation,  so  immense  his  pow¬ 
er  of  resistance,  that,  for  a  life-time,  his 
bodily,  mental  and  moral  machinery  will  strug¬ 
gle  on  in  the  midst  of  this  sea  of  poison. 

And  so  it  is  with  this  almost  universal 
vice  of  improper  and  excessive  eating.  The 
stomach  and  liver  are  clogged  and  deranged, 
the  blood  is  filled  with  crudities  and  impu¬ 
rities,  the  brain  is  crowded  with  this  vicious 
blood,  and  yet  the  Good  Father  has  given 
us  such  an  immense  reserve,  that  we  can 
bear  all  this,  and  still  have  force  enough  left 
to  move  about,  to  think,  to  feel,  and  some¬ 
times  to  have  hours  of  real  enjoyment. 

Our  Father  gives  us  “signs;”  he  hangs 
out  “flags  of  distress,”  —  pimples,  and  blotch¬ 
es,  and  sores,  a  red  nose,  inflamed  eyelids, 
etc.  ;  besides,  he  gives  us  rheumatism,  gout, 
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and  numerous  other  aches,  but  he  lets  us  live 
on  for  years,  apparently  in  the  hope  that  we 
may  learn  something. 

Our  American  system  of  diet  is  altogether 
bad.  There  is  too  great  variety,  the  food  is 
too  rich,  the  cooking  is  often  very  bad,  we 
eat  too  frequently,  and  we  eat  at  the  wrong 
times. 

I  confess  to  a  deep  personal  interest  in 
this  subject.  It  is  my  sad,  but  most  delib¬ 
erate  conviction,  that  I  have  wasted  a  large 
part  of  my  life-force  by  taking  too  much-  food. 
I  have  not  made  this  mistake  for  some  years ; 
but  the  gray  hairs  began  to  make  their  ap¬ 
pearance  before  I  learned  about  it. 

Ah,  my  dear  young  friends,  how  deeply  do 
I  yearn  to  help  you  in  this  vital  department 
of  your  life ! 

Will  you  permit  me  a  little  of  my  own 
experience?  I  believe  that,  in  this  way,  I 
can  speak  more  acceptably  and  more  effect* 
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ively,  than  by  giving  the  deductions  of  physi¬ 
ology. 

For  nearly  thirty  years  I  have  been  in  the 
habit  of  visiting  one  dear  woman,  in  the  State 
of  New  York,  once  or  twice  a  year.  (She 
does  not  seem  any  older  to  me  now,  than 
she  did  when,  from  the  front  window,  she 
watched  me  on  my  way  to  Sunday-school,  on 
a  beautiful  Sabbath  morning,  forty  years  ago. 

On  my  visits  at  the  old  home  for  these 
thirty  years,  I  have  been  tempted  by  those 
dishes  which  no  one  but  a  mother  can  make, 
and  have  eaten  more  than  usual ;  and,  al¬ 
though  the  visit  was,  otherwise,  such  as  fresh  - 
3ns  and  invigorates  the  faculties,  I  constantly 
ibserved  that,  upon  my  return,  my  lectures 
vere  duller  rather  than  sprightlier  as  they 
should  have  been  after  such  a  pleasant  rest. 
At  length,  I  came  to  suspect  that  visiting, 
even  with  my  own  mother,  did  not  agree 
with  me.  But  it  o  icurred  to  me,  a  few 
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years  ago,  to  deny  myself  the  custard  pie  *so 
thick  and  luscious,  to  refuse  the  chicken  pie, 
with  its  rich  crust,  to  deny  myself  all  the 

desserts  and  other  tit -bits,  and  live  on  a 

moderate  quantity  of  plain  beef  and  bread. 
Since  then,  my  pilgrimages  to  the  home-shrine 
have  greatly  refreshed  both  body  and  soul, 
and  I  return  home  to  resume  my  duties  with 
new  pleasure  and  new  strength.  Why  will 

people,  (I  trust  my  mother  will  pardon  the 
question,)  why  will  people  prepare  such  elab 
orate  and  tempting  dishes  for  their  friends? 
If  one  has  a  keen  appetite,  and  sits  at  the 

table  in  a  social  spirit,  and  takes  even  a  lit¬ 
tle  of  each  article  urged  upon  him,  the  va 
riety  and  quantity  must  derange  his  diges¬ 
tion,  and  then  his  capacity  for  enjoyment  is 
at  an  end. 

I  was  invited,  a  few  months  ago,  to  dine 
at  the  house  of  a  lady,  who  is  recognized  as 
standing  at  the  head  of  the  intellectual  aris- 
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tocracy  of  a  most  intellectual  and  refined  city. 
The  lady  is  noted,  likewise,  as  the  best  of 
housekeepers,  and  as  a  most  charming  host¬ 
ess.  The  plate  and  crockery  were  the-  finest 
T  have  ever  seen  at  a  private  table.  We  had 
four  courses :  1st,  a  small  glass  of  lemonade, 
2nd,  a  bit  of  melon,  3rd,  roast  beef  and  sweet 
potatoes,  4th,  ice-cream. 

Our  hostess,  with  her  fine  conceptions  of  life, 
could  no  more  have  given  us  soup,  fish,  meat, 
game,  puddings,  pies,  raisins,  nuts,  fruits  and 
ice-creams,  than  she  could  have  offered  us 
whiskey,  rum,  gin,  brandy  and  all  the  rest  of 
them.  All  this  sort  of  thing,  whether  of  foods  or 
drinks,  belongs  to  the  vulgar  and  barbarous. 

Some  time  since  an  august  Medical  Associa¬ 
tion  assembled  for  its  annual  meeting  in  Boston. 
The  city  government  voted  a  large  sum  of  money 
to  the  entertainment  of  the  “  distinguished  vis¬ 
itors  ”  It  was  a  precious  opportunity  for  the 
homoepathic  physicians  of  the  city,  under  whose 
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management  the  money  was  to  be  spent,  to  show 
what  a  generous  and  refined  hospitality  could  do. 

Boston  has  a  peculiar  reputation.  In  some 
respects  it  stands  alone  among  American  cities. 
And  this  was  a  peculiar  occasion.  Several  hun¬ 
dred  representatives  of  a  dominant  school  of 
medicine,  one  which  now  commands  the  intelli¬ 
gence  of  the  country,  were  to  convene  in  Boston. 
The  strangers  stopped  at  hotels  and  with  the 
brethren,  and,  it  may  be  fairly  presumed,  got 
enough  to  eat. 

What  do  you  suppose  our  doctors  did  ?  I  will 
tell  you.  The  evening  before  the  convention, 
the  delegates  were  invited  to  attend  a  prepara¬ 
tory  meeting,  at  which  meeting  the  preparative 
consisted  in  eating,  in  the  evening  after  supper, 
sundry  salads,  cold  chickens,  cakes,  oysters, 
creams,  &c. 

The  convention  adjourned  next  day  at  twelve 
o’clock,  for  a  collation,  although  it  may  be 
supposed  that  the  members  had  all  been  to 
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breakfast.  After  the  collation,  many  of  them 
went  to  dinner,  then  came  the  afternoon  session, 
then  another  stuffing,  then  an  evening  session, 
then  a  surfeit,  and  even  when  the  entertainment 
was  given  in  Music  Hall,  which  was  really  fine, 
the  members  were  invited  to  another  hall  to  fill 
up  their  stomachs  before  they  went  to  bed. 

If  this  meeting  had  occurred  in  some  frontier 
town,  where  they  had  nothing  but  victuals,  it 
would  have  been  tolerable,  as  a  good-natured 
back-woods  hospitality ; .  but  in  Boston,  some¬ 
thing  better  was  expected. 

If  I  had  been  a  member  of  that  convention, 
I  could  have  said  : 

“  Gentlemen,  we  can  get  cold  turkey  and 
chicken  salad  at  home,  but  if  you  will  permit 
us  to  assemble  in  the  art  gallery  of  your  splendid 
Atheneum,  and  your  artists  who  have  made 
this  gallery  a  special  study,  will  give  us  their 
bright  thoughts  in  connection  with  the  works 
of  the  great  masters  there  collected  ;  if  yor  will 
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allow  us  to  spend  a  half  day  in  your  ‘  Natural 
History  Building/  and  give  us  Prof.  Agassiz  to 
explain  things;  if  you  will  permit  us  to  assemble 
in  that  crowning  glory  of  New  England  Edu- 
3ation — ‘  The  Institute  of  Technology/  and  give 
us  President  Rogers  for  a  brief  explanation ; 
yes,  gentlemen,  if  you  will  show  us  any  of 
twenty  Boston  institutions  with  the  assistance 
of  intelligent  guides,  we  shall  be  most  grateful. 
Gentlemen,  don’t  be  afraid  of  us,  we  shall  not 
be  offended  if  you  happen  to  appeal  to  something 
above  our  stomachs.  Gentlemen,  we  have,  come 
from  the  West  to  Boston,  imagining  that  your 
two  hundred  years  of  uninterrupted  growth 
and  accumulations,  have  enriched  you  with 
something  besides  chicken  salad,  byit  here  we 
find,  that  nothing  is  thoroughly  organized  and 
placed  within  our  reach,  except  another  din¬ 
ner,  exactly  such  as  we  get  at  home  at*  any 
of  our  village  taverns.  Gentlemen,  you  think 

we  can’t  appreciate  anything  else,  and  so  you 
N* 
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kindly  condescend  to  our  condition  and  feed 
us,  but  really  we  could  appreciate  your  finest 
music,  and  best  dramas,  %  your  great  pictures, 
and  your  matchless  educational  institutions. 
At  any  rate  you  should  have  given  us  a  chance 
at  some  of  these  things,  under  the  guidance  of 
your  eminent  specialists,  and  if  we  had  shown 
that  lack  of  appreciation  which  Red- Cloud  and 
Spotted-Tail — the  Indian  chiefs — exhibited  when 
taken  through  the  Patent  Buildings  in  Washing¬ 
ton,  then  you  could  have  fallen  back  on  victuals 
again ;  but  until  we  had  shown  that  utter  lack  of 
sense  seen  in  R.  Cloud,  Esq.,  and  S.  Tail,  Esq., 
it  was  hardly  fair  to  deny  us  all  opportunity  tc 
examine  the  treasures  of  your  city. 

Two  or  three  years  ago,  while  visiting  a 
dear  friend  in  the  country,  in  a  neighborhood 
where  I  knew  many  of  the  people,  my  friend 
proposed  to  invite  in  my  acquaintances  for  an 
evening’s  chat.  I  replied  that  I  should  be 
most  happy,  should  feel  myself  honored,  but 
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could  not  consent  to  such  a  gathering  on  my 
account  if  there  was  to  be  any  eating.  Mrs.  L. 
was  already  overwhelmed  with  cares;  if  these 
were  to  be  increased  by  the  re-union,  I  should  be 
obliged  to  decline  ;  besides,  on  principle  I  was 
opposed  to  evening  suppers.  Mrs.  L.  couldn’t 
think  of  such  an  omission  for  a  moment,  it 
would  be  the  talk  of  the  town  for  months;  but 
I  insisted,  and  finally  she  consented  if  I  would 
take  the  responsibility,  and  explain  it  to  the 
company.  I  did  explain  it,  and  gave  my  rea¬ 
sons  for  it.  Most  of  them  thought  it  was  the 
right  thing  to  do,  several  wished  with  all  their 
hearts  that  the  practice  could  become  general, 
but  one  embryotic  clergyman  said  he  thought 
it  well  enough,  perhaps,  but  it  was  pleasant,  and 
he  did  not  think  it  hurtful,  to  take  refresh¬ 
ments  in  the  evening;  since  that  time,  however, 
under  the  lash  of  dyspepsia,  he  has  changed 
his  opinion. 

If  people  have  beautiful  homes  and  wealth, 
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and  desire  to  make  the  party  a  recherche  affai. , 
are  there  not  professional  players,  singers,  actors, 
readers,  florists  &c.,  &c.?  Something  grand 
could  be  given  for  half  the  expense  of  an  elabo¬ 
rate  supper. 

I  need  hardly  hint  to  bright  people  of  a  less 
pretentious  class,  that  social  singing,  dancing, 
charades,  and  a  hundred  beautiful  games  are 
all  open  to  them.  These  are  ten-fold  more 
enjoyable  than  the  more  stately  methods  of  the 
rich. 

The  time  will  soon  come  when  people  of  really 
fine  culture  will  not  think  of  giving  their  guests 
a  late  supper;  indeed,  of  the  twenty  most  in¬ 
tellectual  and  refined  homes  to  which  I  have 
been  invited  in  America  and  Europe,  not  one 
gave  any  refreshments  at  an  evening  party,  with 
perhaps  the  exception  of  wine  in  France,  and 
lemonade  in  this  country. 

If  people  have  no  brains,  but  have  good 
stomachs,  then  I  advise  eating  on  all  occasions; 
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in  fact  it  is  the  only  thing  left.  Such  people 
may  have  already  eaten  three  meals,  hut  when 
they  assemble  in  the  evening  at  a  sociable,  they 
had  better  feed  again,  and  feed  hearty  ;  what 
else  is  there  to  do?  They  can’t  sit  and  stare 
at  each  other  by  the  hour,  and  it  wouldn’t  be 
good  manners  to  lie  down  on  the  floor  and  go 
to  sleep.  After  they  finish  the  more  substantial 
meats  and  things,  they  can  fill  up  the  rest  of 
the  evening  with  nuts,  doughnuts,  apples,  cider, 
and  other  trifling  things. 

But  if  people  happen  to  have  a  love  of  music, 
paintings,  conversation,  (the  finest  of  the  fine 
arts,)  bright  games,  charades,  dramatics,  or 
any  other  of  twenty  amusements ;  if  they  hap¬ 
pen  to  have  a  love  for  anything  above  cold  pork, 
then  I  advise  them,  when  assembled  in  a  social 
way,  to  give  their  brains  a  chance,  and  not  stuff 
their  stomachs;  the  former  is  human,  the  latter 
is  piggish. 

Few  changes  in  our  social  life  have  afforded 
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me  such  genuine  satisfaction  as  the  recent 
changes,  among  a  few  of  our  best  people,  in  the 
forms  and  methods  of  hospitality.  Only  a 
few  years  ago,  even  among  the  intelligent 
class,  the  first  question  was: 

“  Will  you  have  something  to  eat?” 

Now  you  frequently  hear  such  questions  as. 

“  Have  you  seen  those  new  stereoscopic 
views  of  the  Yosemite?” 

“No!” 

“  Please  come  this  way  and  I  will  show 
you  one  of  the  most  beautiful  series  you 
ever  saw!” 

Or:  “Do  let  me  read  you,  or  you  read 
to  me,  three  of  the  funniest  anecdotes  I 
have  seen  for  months!”  Or:  “Have  you 
seen  that  remarkable  statement  in  the  papers 
this  morning,  in  the  circular  letter  from 
Bismark  ?  He  affirms  that  in  twenty  wars 
between  Prussia  and  France,  France  has 
been  the  aggressor  every  time !  If  this  be 
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true,  our  sympathy  for  the  French  would 
seem  to  be  thrown  away ;  for  after  such  a 
history,  Prussia  can  hardly  he  blamed  for 
wishing  to  so  cripple  France  that  she  shall 
be  unable  for  half  a  century,  at  least,  to 
trouble  her  neighbors.” 

The  change  from  “Will  you  have  a  glass 
of  whiskey?”  which  was  addressed  to  callers 
fifty  years  ago,  to  the  question,  “  Will  you 
have  something  to  eat?”  which  was  addressed 
to  them  twenty-five  years  ago,  was,  on  the 
whole,  a  great  improvement.  The  change 
which  has  now  been  inaugurated  of  address¬ 
ing  your  hospitality  to  something  above  the 
stomach,  is  a  still  greater  improvement. 

When  this  has  been  fairly  established, 
housekeepers  can  entertain  company,  in  the 
evening,  with  real  pleasure  and  profit  to  all 
concerned.  When  an  evening  sociable  means 
a  “big  feed,”  it  involves  a  great  sacrifice; 
there  is  roasting,  baking  and  fussing  for 
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two  or  three  days,  and  the  expense  is  such 
as  only  a  few  can  well  afford.  And  what 
is  it  all  for?  Why,  I  can’t  think  of  any¬ 
thing,  unless  it  is  to  make  the  company 
sick.  Does  any  one  doubt  that  eating  late 
in  the  evening  is  injurious  ?  And  does  any 
one  doubt  that  the  preparation  and  cost  of 
the  supper  involve  a  sacrifice  to  the  house¬ 
keeper?  If  these  are  admitted,  I  can’t  im¬ 
agine  any  decent  apology  for  the  custom. 

What  shall  be  done  ?  Every  important 
movement  must  be  inaugurated  by  individual 
action.  Let  those  who  have  the  idea,  and 
the  moral  courage,  excuse  themselves  from 
all  evening  refreshments,  and  the  fashion 
will  soon  become  general. 

It  is  a  real  pleasure  to  say,  that  already 
thousands  have  determined  upon  this  course, 
so  that  now  it  is  quite  safe  to  entertain 
company  without  refreshments. 

Well,  after  all  this  about  what  and  how 
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you  should  not  eat,  now  I  will  tell  you 
what  and  how  you  should  eat. 

To  secure  a  clear,  fresh  skin,  bright  eye, 
active  limbs,  a  quick  brain,  and  a  cheerful, 

pleasant  temper,  and  if  you  would  enjoy  a  long 
life,  you  should  live  about  as  follows  : — 

BREAKFAST. 

Oatmeal  porridge  with  milk  and  sugar. 

Or,  Graham  mush  with  a  little  good  syrup. 
Or,  cracked  wheat,  with  milk  and  sugar. 

Or,  baked  potatoes  with  bread  and  butter. 

Or,  beef-steak  or  mutton-chop  with  baked 

potatoes,  and  bread  and  butter. 

If  you  are  thin,  and  need  fat,  use  the 
first  three ,  if  you  are  too  fat,  use  the  last 
named  two.  Drink  cold  water  or  a  little 

weak  coffee. 

DINNER. 

Beef  or  mutton,  roasted,  or  stewed,  with 
any  vegetables  you  may  like,  (though  toma- 
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toes  should  be  used  very  sparingly,)  good 
bread  and  butter,  and,  close  the  meal  with 
a  glass  of  weak  lemonade.  Eat  no  dessert, 
unless  it  be  a  little  fruit,  and  eat '  nothing 
more  till  the  next  morning. 

There  is  no  rule  in  regard  to  diet  about 
which  I  am  so  fixed  in  my  convictions  as, 
that  nothing  should  be  eaten  after  dinner, 
and  I  think  that  the  dinner  should  be 
taken  early  in  the  day ;  not  later,  if  it  can 
be  so  managed,  than  two  o’clock.  In  regard 
to  the  precise  hour  for  the  dinner,  I  am 
not  so  clear,  though  for  myself  one  o’clock 
is  the  best  hour ;  but  in  reference  to  the 
omission  of  the  third  meal,  I  have,  after 
long  observation,  no  doubt  whatever. 

Hundreds  of  persons  have  come  to  me 
with  indigestion  in  some  of  its  many  forms, 
and  have  experienced  such  relief  in  a  single 
week  from  omitting  the  supper,  that  I  have, 
for  a  number  of  years,  depended  upon  this 
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point  in  the  diet  as  the  best  item  in  my 
prescriptions  for  indigestion.  I  have  never 
met  one  person  suffering  from  indigestion, 
who  was  not  greatly  relieved  at  once,  by 
omitting  the  third  meal. 

Eat  nothing  between  meals,  not  even  an 
apple  or  peach.  If  you  eat  fruit,  let  it  be 
with  the  breakfast  and  dinner.  Cooked  fruit 
is  best  for  persons  of  weak  digestion.  I 
have  met  hundreds  of  people  who  could  di¬ 
gest  a  large  beefsteak  without  a  pang,  but 
who  could  not  manage  a  single  uncooked 
apple.  I  think  certain  dietetic  reformers  have 
somewhat  overrated  the  value  of  fruit. 

Avoid  cake ,  pie,  all  sweetmeats ,  nuts,  rai¬ 
sins  and  candies. 

Manage  your  stomach  as  above,  and  at 
the  end  of  ten  years  you  will  look  back 
upon  these  table  habits  as  the  source  of 
great  advantages,  and  happiness. 

For  thirty  years  I  have  been  a  constant 
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and  careful  observer,  (I  have  no  hobbies 
about  diet,)  and  in  the  light  of  my  own 
experience  and  these  long  observations,  I  as¬ 
sure  you  that  the  table  habits  I  have  ad¬ 
vised,  are  vital  to  your  health  and  happi¬ 
ness. 

Pimples,  blotches,  yellow  spots,  nasal  ca 
tarrh,  biliousness,  liver  torpidity,  constipation, 
sleepiness,  dullness,  low-spirits,  and  many 
other  common  affections  would  generally  dis¬ 
appear  with  the  adoption  of  these  rules. 

JACOB  SCHNEIDER  AND  HIS  DOUGHNUTS. 

I  cannot  close  this  subject  better  than-  with  a 

% 

“little  story”  about  my  friend  Jacob. 

I  called  upon  him  about  nine  o’clock  in  the 
evening,  and  found  him  alone,  and  very  seri¬ 
ously  occupied  with  a  big  wooden  bowl  of 
doughnuts.  I  asked  him  : 

“How  many,  so  far?” 

“  Oh,  eight  or  ten,  perhaps.” 
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“Bid  you  havQ  supper?” 

“  Oh,  yes  ;  I  ate  supper,  and  I  should  n’t 
touched  these,  but  somehow  I  did  n’t  feel  very 
well,  and  was  sorter  lonesome,  and  these  dough¬ 
nuts  are  kinder  company  for  me,  ye  know. 
The  old  woman  always  fries  them  in  the  even¬ 
ing,  and  when  they  are  nice  and  hot  I  some¬ 
times  eat  more  ’n  twenty  on  ’em,  just  to  sor¬ 
ter  pass  away  the  time,  ye  know.” 

WINES  AND  OTHER  ALCOHOLIC  DRINKS. 

Woman  rules  in  the  social  sphere,  and  is 
responsible  for  its  vices.  If  women  would 
expressly  disapprove  of  wine-drinking,  soon, 
among  the  decent,  classes,  it  would  become 
obsolete. 

Clara  P.  came  from  Portsmouth  to  Boston 
about  twenty  years  ago,  to  seek  her  fortune 
as  a  teacher  of  the  piano.  Wholesome  in 
person,  and  interesting  in  manners,  she  not 
only  won  pupils,  but  social  recognition. 
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At  a  reception  in  Somerset  St.,  she  was 
asked  to  join  in  a  ^lass  of  wine.  Hinting 
at  a  shadow  in  her  family  history,  she 
quietly  declined,  and  fell  into  a  sad,  thought¬ 
ful  mood. 

A  month  later,  at  a  similar  gathering  in 
the  same  house,  she  was  confidentially  told 
by  the  lady  of  the  house,  that  two  gentle¬ 
men  who  were  present  at  the  previous  re¬ 
ception,  had  just  requested  her  not  to  offer 
wines,  as  Miss.  P.  was  made  unhappy  by  it. 
The  wines  were  not  brought  out,  and  no 
farther  allusion  was  made  to  the  subject. 
At  several  other  social  gatherings,  when  Miss 
P.  was  present,  the  same  respectful  deference 
was  paid  to  her  feelings;  and  yet  this  young 
woman  did  not  belong  to  the  most  influen¬ 
tial  class. 

Mrs.  F.  was  married  two  years,  when  rum 
turned  her  little  quiet  home  into  a  hell 
Broken-hearted  and  sick,  she  left  her  baby 
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son  with  her  sister,  and  came  to  Boston  to 
rest  her  aching  head  and  sore  heart,  and 
to  earn  a  living.  She  advertised  for  a  place 
as  housekeeper,  and  had  several  interviews 
with  ladies  and  gentlemen  who  wTere  in  pur¬ 
suit  of  a  housekeeper.  She  told  her  story 
to  each  one  in  turn,  and  was  quickly  drop¬ 
ped  by  one  and  another,  until  her  last  dollar 
had  been  paid  for  bread  and  shelter ;  and 
then  came  a  manly  man  who  was  touched 
by  her  sad  recital,  and  said  at  once : 

“  Come,  work  and  rest  with  us.” 

He  took  her  to  a  beautiful  house  in  Mt. 
Vernon  St.  and  left  her  in  charge  of  a 
fashionable,  helpless  family.  Mrs.  F.  soon 
established  herself  in  the  confidence  of  the 
household.  In  a  few  days  there  came  a 
party,  and  the  housekeeper  was  busy  enough. 
Among  other  duties  was  the  delivery  to  the 
waiters  of  bottles  of  wine.  Mrs  F.  called 
the  gentleman  of  the  house,  and  said : 
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“  You  have  been  very  kind  to  me,  and  I 
will  do  anything  for  you,  but  I  hope  you 
will  excuse  me  from  this  ;  my  hands  refuse.” 
The  Colonel  called  one  of  the  colored  boys, 
and  gave  him  the  key  of  the  wine-cellar, 
and  the  entertainment  went  on  as  usual. 
Up  stairs  the  housekeeper’s  notion  was  men¬ 
tioned,  and  one  of  the  young  men  cried 
out : 

“  Come  gentlemen,  fill  up,  fill  up  ;  here’s 
to  the  health  of  the  brave  housekeeper,  and 
long  may  she  wave.” 

The  lady  of  the  house  thought  it  very 
queer,  and  next  day  sought  an  explanation. 
It  was,  after  some  reluctance,  given  with 
tears  and  passionate  ejaculations.  The  lady 
thought  there  might  be  danger ;  indeed  her 
husband  and  oldest  son  had  of  late  seemed 
too  fond  of  wine.  Several  conversations  fol¬ 
lowed  between  the  two  mothers,  and  the 
lady,  just  previous  to  the  next  social  gather- 
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ing,  said  to  her  husband  at  the  breakfast 
table,  in  the  presence  of  her  sons : 

“  What  do  you  say  to  having  no  wine  to¬ 
night?  That  story  of  Mrs.  F.’s  has  really 
frightened  me  ?’  ’ 

“  Now,”  said  the  husband,  “  don’t  you 
go  to  preaching  temperance  ;  it’s  enough  to 
have  one  woman  in  the  house  teaching 
morals.” 

“  But,”  said  the  anxious  wife  and  mother, 
“I  was  not  preaching;  I  was  just  asking 
what  you  thought  of  it;  and  if  you  were 
willing,  I  had  made  up  my  mind  to  turn 
over  a  new  leaf  in  our  receptions.” 

Husband , — “Well,  then  I  shall  go  in  for 
abandoning  colfee  and  tea.  I  think  they  do 
a  great  deal  more  . harm  than  wine!” 

Herbert , — “  Yes,  and  how  it  would  sound 
with  all  our  fellows  here,  to  tell  them  with 
solemn  faces,  that  we  were  afraid  they 

would  all  become  drunkards,  and  so  we  must 
O 
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deny  them.  Oh,  pshaw !  1  should  never 
hear  the  last  of  it.” 

Mother , — “  I  can  only  say  hat  when  they 
were  here  last,  several  of  them,  including 
my  own  dear  Herbert,  drank  too  much.” 

Herbert , — “I  think  we  had  better  turn  it 
into  a  prayer-meeting  at  once.” 

Father , — “  Oh  well,  mother,  let  us  eat 
our  breakfast  in  peace.  We  will  speak  of 
it  some  other  time.” 

During  the  day  the  two  mothers  held  a 
long  conversation,  in  which  Mrs.  F.  described 
the  beautiful,  fresh  face  and  spirit  of  Charles, 
before  the  dreadful  thirst  took  possession  of 
him,  and  the  horrible,  brutal  oaths  and  pas 
sion  which  followed. 

The  two  sad  ones  closed  their  long  con 
versation,  as  women  are  wont  to  when  in 
real  trouble,  by  earnest,  tearful  prayer. 

The  lady  of  the  house  said  to  herself, 
*  ‘  My  husband  is  always  declaring  that  I  am 
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the  queen  of  his  castle  ;  that  he  attends  to 
everything  in  his  business  outside,  and  never 
wants  me  to  interfere ;  but  that  he  leaves 
everything  at  home  to  me,  —  that  here  I  am 
mistress  of  all.  I  wonder  if  this  is  so. 
God  helping  me,  I  will  try  my  authority, 
this  very  night.” 

John  was  ordered  to  bring  round  the  car¬ 
riage,  and  soon  after,  a  lady  might  have 
been  seen  down  in  Kilby  St.,  in  earnest 
conversation  with  a  certain  well-known  wine 
merchant ;  and  just  before  dark,  two  men, 
with  a  wagon  at  the  back  door,  were  very 
busy  up  in  the  rear  of  Mt.  Vernon  St. 

About  eleven  o’clock  that  evening,  the 
Colonel  rang  the  bell  for  Richard,  when  the 
good  wife  interrupted  him  by  saying : 

“  Gentlemen,  will  you  not  join  me  in  a 
cup  of  coffee  to-night,  instead  of  the  wine  7” 

“  Certainly,  madam,  most  certainly !  while 
we  are  your  guests,  we  place  ourselves  at 
your  disposal!” 


316 


OUR  GIRLS. 


The  bright  urn  was  brought  in,  and  placed 
upon  the  side-hoard,  and  the  waiters,  who 
had  received  special  instructions,  acquitted 
themselves  with  marked  success. 

If  you  could  have  placed  your  ear  at  a 
certain  keyhole,  after  the  family  had  retired 
that  night,  you  would  have  heard  a  very 
earnest  conversation. 

A  woman  is  heard  to  say,  “But,  husband, 
what  do  you  mean,  when  you  say  that  I 
rule  here,  just  as  you  rule  in  your  busi 
ness  ?  Do  you  mean  to  say  that  when  I 
see  my  own  darling  son  entering  the  path 
that  leads  to  a  drunkard’s  grave  in  our  own 
house,  I  have  nothing  to  say  or  do,  but 
must  wait  for  you  to  determine  the  details 
of  our  social  entertainments  ?  What  do  I 
rule  over  in  our  home,  if  not  over  the  en¬ 
tertainment  of  our  guests?  What  would  you 
say  if  I  were  to  go  down  to  your  count 
ing  room  to-morrow,  and  attempt  to  over 
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rule  your  decisions  ?  You  are  always  saying 
that  I  am  supreme  here  in  our  home,  and 
now  when  I  alter  a  little  the  details  of 

our  social  entertainments,  you  say  that  I 
have  assumed  to  determine  what  you  shall 
eat  and  drink,  that  you  won’t  be  henpecked, 
and  that  you  won’t  stand  it,  and  all  that 
sort  of  thing.  Will  you  be  kind  enough  to 
tell  me  which  portion  of  the  housekeeping 
you  intend  to  leave  to  me,  and  exactly,  in 

detail,  what  I  may  attend  to  here  in  our 
home,  without  asking  your  permission.  It’s 
of  no  use  for  you  to  say  that  I  may  at¬ 

tend  to  everything  else  but  this  one  thing ; 
God  has  given  me  a  yearning  for  our  boy, 
and,  if  you  will  force  me  to  say  it,  for 
my  own  dear  misguided  husband,  which  for¬ 
bids  my  abandonment  of  my  duties  and 
rights  in  this  matter.  In  the  light  of  this 

poor  woman’s  dreadful  history,  God  has 
shown  me  my  duty,  and,  my  dear  husband, 
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I  shall  perform  it  in  His  fear.  No  more 
wine  will  be  served  in  our  house,  on  any 
occasion,  with  my  consent." 

Husband , — “  I  will  turn  that  meddlesome 
woman  into  the  street  to-morrow  morning  be¬ 
fore  breakfast,  bag  and  baggage!" 

“  You  will  do  nothing  of  the  kind,  for  1 
have  determined  to  keep  her." 

“  Well,  we’ll  see ;  I  will  hustle  her  off  as 
soon  as  I  am  out  of  my  bed." 

Of  course  she  was  not  sent  away ;  and 
when,  a  year  after,  that  family  was  earnestly 
pushing  the  interests  of  the  cause  of  Tem¬ 
perance,  the  Colonel  went  himself  with  Mrs. 
F.,  the  housekeeper,  to  bring  her  little  son 
to  the  city,  where  in  the  beautiful  home  on 
Mt.  Yemon  St.  he  soon  became  not  only  a 
pet,  but,  as  usual,  a  king  and  tyrant. 

These  events  occurred  about  twenty-seven 
years  ago.  To-day  Herbert, — the  oldest  son 
-and  Mr.  F.,  the  housekeeper’s  husband. 
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are  partners  in  one  of  the  largest  concerns 
in  this  city. 

If  women  knew  how  complete  is  their 
dominion  in  the  social  sphere,  and  would 
exercise  their  power,  rum  and  tobacco  would 
quickly  disappear  from  the  better  classes, 
throughout  the  civilized  world. 

An  effort  among  a  few  young  women  in 
the  neighborhood  of  this  city,  induced  more 
than  fifty  young  men  to  abandon  cigars 
One  young  fellow  swore  by  all  the  gods 
that  he  would  smoke  as  long  as  he  pleased, 
and  so  he  did ;  but  he  did  not  please  to 
continue  very  long  after  several  of  the  young 
ladies  had  had  interviews  with  him. 

In  Dixon,  HI.,  fifty  good  women  called  at 
every  rum-hole  in  town.  There  were  forty 
nine  of  them.  In  each  place  they  read  a 
touching  “  Appeal  from  the  Women  of  Dix 
on  to  the  Venders  of  Intoxicating  Drinks  in 
Dixon,”  joined  in  a  brief  prayer,  sang  a 
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verse,  and  went  on  to  the  next  “rum-hole.” 
This  they  repeated  every  day  for  a  week, 
when  there  were  no  places  left  to  visit. 

The  women  of  Battle  Creek,  Mich.,  tried 
the  same  thing.  One  hundred  of  them  went, 
without  parade  or  notice,  to  all  the  “  rum- 
holes”  in  the  city  every  day,  till  there  was 
not  one  that  dared  open  its  doors.  I  was 
there  at  the  time,  and  could  tell  you  thrill 
ing  stories  of  the  encounters  of  these  noble, 
brave  women  with  the  venders  of  what  a 
clergyman — a  friend  of  mine — calls  “  liquid 
hell-fire  ” 

But  I  hasten  on  to  give  you  a  very  in¬ 
teresting  illustration  of  the  power  of  woman 
in  the  summary  abatement  of  social  nuisances. 
Although  in  lecturing  upon  “  Woman’s  In¬ 
fluence  in  the  Cause  of  Temperance,”  I 
have  frequently  given  the  facts  entire,  wTith 
the  names  of  the  parties,  it  has  occurred  to 
me  that  in  writing  it  out  for  a  book,  it 
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would  be  only  just  to  avoid  mentioning 
names,  as  many  members  of  the  families  in¬ 
volved,  are  now  most  respectable  people,  and 
earnest  advocates  of  Temperance. 

Well,  this  is  the  story: — In  a  small  fac¬ 
tory  village  (say  in  Pennsylvania)  with  a 
thousand  inhabitants,  there  were  five  “  rum- 
holes.”  The  men  of  the  little  community 
spent  their  time  in  the  drinking  places, 
while  their  children  earned  the  family  bread 
by  long  hours  in  the  mills.  The  mothers 
were  busy  in  caring  for  their  children  and 
drunken  husbands,  and  many  of  them  strove 
to  add  to  the  comforts  of  the  family,  by 
the  use  of  the  needle. 

At  length,  on  a  Saturday  night,  several 
boys,  coaxed  by  a  scamp,  drank  freely  of 
whiskey,  and  were  taken  home  helplessly  in¬ 
toxicated  ;  two  of  them  came  near  dying. 
The  good  mothers  were  on  fire.  They  had 

long  since  abandoned  all  hope  for  their 
O* 
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husbands,  but  they  would  never,  never  con¬ 
sent  that  their  boys  should  become  drunkards. 
By  a  common  impulse  they  gathered  in  the 
little  church  on  the  hill,  and  held  a  meet¬ 
ing  for  prayer  and  weeping.  After  three 
hours  of  passionate  ejaculation,  tears  and 
heart-breaking  agony,  they  resolved  as  fol¬ 
lows  : 

“We  will  make  a  banner  with  our  own 
hands.  On  one  side  it  shall  bear  the  figure 
of  a  child  drinking  from  a  bucket,  that 
beverage,  which  God  has  prepared  for  his 
creatures.  On  the  other  side  we  will  work 
this  sentiment,  ‘  Mothers  will  sacrifice  all 
for  their  Children.’  When  it  is  done,  we  will 
go  to  these  men  with  our  banner  for  the  rallying 
flag,  pray  with  them,  plead  with  them,  and 
never  give  up  till  they  stop.” 

In  two  weeks  they  were  ready,  and 
eighty-four  women  (all  mothers  but  four) 
with  their  little  silken  banner  at  their  head, 
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marched  down  to  the  first  of  the  “  rum- 
holes,”  and  were  met  by  the  landlord  (cu¬ 
rious  misnomer)  and  told  that  they  could 
pass  on ;  that  if  they  came  in  there,  they 
would  be  sorry  for  it,  &c.  They  had  had 
no  experience,  did  nQt  know  their  power, 
were  frightened,  and  hurried  on.  The  second 
landlord  was  a  younger  man,  not  so  hard, 
and  said,  after  looking  over  the  company : 

“  Why,  is  it  possible  that  all  the  good 
women  in  town  are  after  me  in  this  way? 
Why,  of  course  I  will  stop,  if  they  all 
wish  it ;  that  is  to  say,  I  will  stop  if  the 
rest  will.” 

“  Mr.  Warner,  here  is  our  paper  ;  put 
down  your  name  and  say  exactly  what  you 
will  do ;  we  are  here  on  no  idle  errand.” 

So  he  put  down  his  name  with  the 
words : 

“  I  will  stop  if  the  rest  will. 


“  John  Warner.” 
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They  went  on  to  the  next  one,  who  kept 
a  bowling  and  billiard  saloon  as  well  as 
a  drinking  “hole,”  and  laid  their  case  be¬ 
fore  him. 

He  was  a  young  man,  and  enjoyed  a 
prodigious  reputation  as  a  “  ladies  man,” 
and  of  course  put  ‘down  his  name  under 
John  Warner’s,  and  was  careful  to  prefix 
the  words, 

“  Ladies,  I  am  your  most  obedient  ser 
vant.  Henry  Hinkle.” 

To  make  the  story  as  short  as  possible, 
I  will  simply  state  that  all  but  the  first 
one  on  whom  the  ladies  called — Hank  Otis 
— stopped  at  once  (doubtless  at  first  to  see 
how  the  thing  would  turn  out)  and  then 
the  ladies  went  down  early  in  the  morning 
and  crowded  into  Hank’s  den.  He  came  in, 
just  out  of  bed,  and  was  astonished  to  find 
his  “  grocery”  crowded  full  of  women.  He 
had  sworn  to  his  cronies  that  if  he  ever 
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caught  “  them  women  here,  I  will  pitch 
’em  all  into  the  street;”  but  on  that  morn¬ 
ing,  looking  into  the  earnest  faces  of  the 

crowd  gathered  about  him,  it  occurred  to 
him  that  pitching  them  into  the  street  might 
not  be  a  popular  neighborhood  movement, 
and  so  he  did  the  next  best  thing — sent 
for  his  big  easy  chair,  had  a  pillow  brought 
for  his  head,  another  chair  and  pillow  for 

his  heels,  and  then  cried  out : 

“  Ladies,  I  am  glad  to  see  you ;  I  am 

always  glad  to  see  my  neighbors,  especially 
the  ladies.  Now,  ladies,  do  take  seats  (there 
was  not  another  chair  in  the  room)  and  go 
on ;  I  shall  be  delighted  to  hear  you.” 

They  did  go  on ;  they  cried,  begged, 

plead,  argued,  reasoned  and  expostulated ; 
they  read  from  the  Bible,  they  prayed,  sang, 
and  kept  it  up  till  twelve  o’clock.  A  rela¬ 
tive  and  very  dear  friend  of  mine  was  one 
of  the  company,  and  she  has  told  me  that 
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she  never  witnessed  such  a  scene, — it  was 
enough  to  break  a  heart  of  stone. 

About  twelve  o’clock,  they  said : 

“  Good  morning,  Mr.  Otis ;  we  will  come 
again  to-morrow  morning.” 

“  Do  come,  ladies,  and  come  early ;  I 

hope  you  will  never  pass  without  dropping 
in.  I  am  always  glad  to  see  my  neighbors, 
especially  the  ladies.” 

The  women  went  next  morning  before 

Hank  was  out  of  bed ;  as  soon  as  he  came 
in  and  took  his  chair,  they  began  with 

singing  and  prayer.  Pretty  soon  Otis  pre¬ 
tended  to  be  asleep,  and  snored  prodigiously ; 
but  they  knew  he  was  awfully  wide  awake. 
During  the  whole  forenoon  they  sang, 

prayed,  begged,  plead,  expostulated,  and  then 
sang  and  prayed  again. 

About  noon  Otis  noticed  that  they  sudden¬ 
ly  ceased,  and  he  wondered  what  was  to 
come  next.  He  opened  one  eye  a  little. 
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and  saw  they  were  pulling  out  their  lunch¬ 
eons.  He  groaned  in  spirit,  but  comforted 
himself  with  the  reflection,  that  he  could 
sit  as  long  as  they  could  stand.  Soon  they 
began  again  with  prayer,  and  after  another 
hour  they  closed  with  a  song,  and  saying : 

“  Good  afternoon,  Mr.  Otis  ;  we  will  come 
again  to-morrow  morning,' *  they  left  him. 

Hank  had  nothing  to  say,  for  he  felt 
that  soon  he  must  give  way.  But  the  next 
morning  he  was  up  early,  and  ready  to  re¬ 
ceive  them. 

They  began,  and  when  they  came  to  the 
part  where  they  said,  “  we  will  support 
your  family  with  our  needles ;  we  should  be 
proud  and  happy  to  do  so,  if  you  will  only 
close  your  place,"  he  could  stand  it  no 
longer,  and  springing  to  his  feet,  cried  out . 

“There  is  one  thing  I  want  to  k'nutv, 
and  that  is,  how  long  is  this  infernal  buai 
ness  going  to  last?" 

One  of  the  earnest  mothers  replied : 
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“  What  God  has  in  reserve  for  us  we 
can’t  say,  but  if  He  permits  us  to  live,  we 
shall  come  here  every  day  till  this  place  ia 
closed.  Mr.  Otis,  you  think  we  are  joking, 
that  it  is  a  foolish  whim  of  ours ;  but,  sir, 
we  have  entered  into  a  solemn  vow  to 
struggle  against  this  curse,  which  threatens 
to  engulf  our  all,  as  long  as  God  gives  us 
„  the  breath  of  life.” 

‘ *  Ladies,  how  long  will  you  give  me  to 
stop  V  ’ 

“  You  will  have  to  take  your  own  time.” 

“Well,  in  ten  days  I  will  stop,  and  on 
my  honor  as  a  gentleman,  I  will  never 
begin  again,  in  this  town !” 

“  Oh,  Mr.  Otis,”  exclaimed  one  poor 
sufferer,  “  don’t  go  on  ten  days  ;  my  poor 
Sam  may  become  a  drunkard  in  that  time ; 
stop  now,  and  God  will  bless  you.” 

“  Well,  ladies,  I  will  pour  out  my  liq¬ 
uors  to-morrow  morning  at  nine  o’clock, 
and  that  shall  be  the  last  of  it.” 
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The  next  morning  the  whole  village  was 
there  to  see  ;  the  liquors  were  brought  out 
with  a  great  flourish,  poured  into  the  gut¬ 
ter,  and  they  ran  down  into  the  stream 
below. 

Although  that  village  was  so  situated  as 
to  be  peculiarly  exposed  to  the  evils  of  in¬ 
temperance,  and  although  this  happened 
many  years  ago,  I  believe  that  not  one 
glass  of  strong  drink  has  been  sold  within 
its  precincts,  from  that  day  to  this.  Those 
brave  women  have  ever  stood  ready  to  at¬ 
tack,  with  their  own  peculiar  weapons,  the 
enemy  who  would  open  a  pitfall  for  their 
sons. 

Here  and  there,  throughout  the  country, 
earnest  mothers,  wives,  sisters  and  daughters 
have  undertaken  to  exterminate  the  neighbor¬ 
hood  grog-shops ;  and  while  men  have  con¬ 
stantly  failed,  these  determined  women  have 
rarely  failed  to  achieve  a  complete  victory. 
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Women  rule  in  the  social  sphere ,  and  art 
responsible  for  its  vices. 

In  all  this  world,  there  is  no  other  spec¬ 
tacle  so  bewildering  find  so  sad,  as  this 

queen  of  the  social  sphere,  living  in  the 

midst  of  drunken  howls,  the  sickening  fumes 
of  tobacco,  and  in  a  hot-bed  of  licentiousness, 
and  hiding  the  magic  wand  with  which  she 
might  dispel  every  social  iniquity,  and  then 
standing  before  a  mirror,  paint  her  cheeks 
and  eyebrows,  and  adjust  her  curls,  and 
ribbons,  and  flowers,  and  bows  and  jewelry. 

It  is  no  mere  figure  of  speech,  to  say 
that  God  will  hold  her  responsible  for  all 

this  silly,  shameless  abandonment  and  be¬ 

trayal  of  her  high  and  sacred  trusts! 


OUR  GIRLS. 


331 


WHAT  YOU  SHOULD  DRINK. 


I  an}  astonished  that  a  young  woman  who 
is  ambitious  of  a  clear,  fine  skin  should  drink 
tea.  It  is  a  great  enemy  to  a  fair  complex¬ 
ion.  Wine,  coffee  and  cocoa  may  be  used 
without  tinging  the  skin ;  but  as  soon  as  tea 
drinking  becomes  a  regular  habit,  the  eye  of 
the  discriminating  observer  detects  it  in  the 
skin.  Tea  compromises  the  complexion,  prob¬ 
ably,  by  deranging  the  liver. 

Weak  tea  or  coffee  may  be  used  occasion 
ally,  in  moderate  quantity,  without  harm  ;  and 
those  who  live  much  in  the  open  air,  and  are 
occupied  with  hard  work,  may  drink  either, 
in  considerable  quantities,  without  noticeable 
harm ;  but  I  advise  all  young  women  who 
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would  preserve  a  soft,  clear  skin  and  quiet 
nerves,  to  avoid  all  drinks  but  cold  water. 

It  is  an  excellent  practice  to  drink  one  or 
two  glasses  of  cold  water  on  lying  down  at 
night ,  and  on  rising  in  the  morning. 

If  you  have  good  teeth,  and  can  help  the 
food  into  your  stomach  without  using  any 
fluid,  except  the  saliva,  it  will,  in  the  long 
run,  contribute  much  to  your  health. 
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ADDITIONAL  HEALTH  THOUGTHS. 


It  is  impossible  in  preparing  a  work  of  this 
size,  upon  the  broad  and  inexhaustible  subject 
of  Education,  to  maintain  a  logical  continuity. 

If  my  hopes  in  reference  to  the  favor  which 
this  book  will  receive,  are  half  realized,  the  reader 
will,  perhaps,  seek  some  of  my  works  which  are 
exclusively  devoted  to  physical  health.  I  take 
the  liberty  to  name  “  Weak  Lungs ,  and  How  to 
make  them  Strong ,”  and  “  Talks  About  Peo¬ 
ple's  Stomachs ; "  both  of  which  are  published 
by  Fields,  Osgood,  &  Co.,  of  this  city  (Bos¬ 
ton). 

NOISES  IN  THE  BOWELS. 

What  a  mortification  it  is,  when  a  lady 
is  in  company,  to  hear,  from  her  bowels, 
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that  gargling,  glug-glug  noise.  A  great 
many  women  have  these  peculiar  .sounds. 
And,  generally,  they  are  produced  by  tight 
stays.  A  portion  of  the  small  intestine  is 
compressed  so  that  its  size  is  reduced.  The 
contents  of  the  intestine  are  constantly  mov¬ 
ing  on,  and  when  they  come  to  the  portion 
of  the  bowel  under  the  whalebone  bodice, 
they  find  it  contracted  ;  and  in  pressing 
through,  the  noise  is  produced.  The  cure 
for  these  peculiar  and  disagreeable  noises, 
as  well  as  for  many  other  affections  in  the 
organs  of  the  abdomen,  including  frequently 
torpid  liver,  constipation,  and  some  peculiar- 
forms  of  indigestion,  is  to  be  found  in  re 
moving  all  pressure,  and  giving  the  entire 
abdominal  viscera  perfect  liberty. 

If,  after  removing  all  pressure,  and  giving 
those  wonderful  organs  in  the  abdominal 
cavity  full  opportunity  to  perform  their  vital 
functions,  the  mischievous  effects  of  the  long 
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continued  pressure  do  not  at  once  disappear, 
you  may  percuss  and  knead  the  abdomen  a 

few  minutes,  morning  and  evening.  Weak 
digestion,  torpid  liver  and  constipation  are, 
by  this  simple  means,  frequently  cured,  and 
invariably  relieved. 

HOW  TO  MANAGE  A  COLD. 

In  the  first  place,  you  mustn’t  catch  it. 
If  you  keep  your  extremities  warm  by  sub¬ 
stantial  flannels,  exercise  much  in  the  open 
air,  eat  the  right  quantity  of  plain  food, 

sleep  with  open  windows  and  shun  hot 
drinks,  you  will  avoid  colds. 

But,  suppose  you  have  a  cold  ?  Eat 

nothing  but  a  piece  of  toast ;  drink  freely  of 
cold  water ;  walk  twice  a  day  till  you  are 
in  r  gentle  perspiration,  and  go  to  bed 
early.  These  rules  observed,  and  colds, 

which  produce  so  much  mischief,  would  be 
shorn  of  their  power  of  harm. 
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PAT  AND  THIN  GIRLS. 

Are  you  too  fat ?  Eat  less  food,  with  a 
larger  proportion  of  meat ;  rise  early  in  the 
morning  and  exercise  much.  This  will  re¬ 
duce  your  weight.  Even  diminishing  the 
quantity  of  food  alone,  without  any  other 
change,  will  he  sure  to  do  it.  It  is  impos¬ 
sible  that  excessive  fat,  either  in  horse  or 
man,  can  hold  out  against  a  persistent  re¬ 
duction  in  the  quantity  of  food.  And  if 

the  reduction  be  gradual  and  judicious,  the 
strength  is  not  lessened,  but  is  steadily  in¬ 
creased,  until  the  excess  in  fat  is  all  gone. 

And  I  will  add,  that  after  two  or  three 
days,  there  will  be  no  sense  of  hunger 
until  the  excess  has  been  removed. 

Are  you  too  thin ?  Sleep  more  by  going 

to  bed  earlier ;  do  not  overwork ;  eat  freely 

of  oatmeal  porridge,  Graham  mush,  cracked 
wheat,  and  hulled  corn ;  and  all  with  milk 
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and  sugar.  Cultivate  a  cheerful,  happy 

temper. 

RECREATION  VS.  PROPRIETY. 

The  noblest  women  I  have  personally 
known,  were  “regular  tom-hoys”  in  their 
girlhood.  I  have  made  many  inquiries  about 
the  women  who  figured  conspicuously  in  tho 
“Sanitary  Commission,”  £he  “Christian  Com¬ 
mission,”  and  in  the  hospitals,  and  so  far 
as  I  have  been  able  to  learn  from  them, 
and  their  friends,  not  one  began  with  being 
a  “ proper ”  young  lady!  I  venture  the 
opinion  that  not  one  of  the  women  who  has 
risen  to  literary  distinction  in  America,  was 
a  “ proper ”  young  lady! 

In  brief,  I  don’t  believe  proper  young 
ladies  amount  to  much.  As  with  a  colt 
and  a  hoy,  neither  of  which,  if  quiet  and 
staid,  is  likely  to  accomplish  anything  very- 
grand  in  this  world ;  so  if  a  girl  is  prim 

and  nice  and  proper,  it  is  easy  to  write 
P 


338 


.  OUR  GIRLS. 


out  the  story  of  her  life  in  five  lines ;  and 
without  wa:ting  for  her  to  live  it. 

But,  if  a  young  woman,  of  fair  mental 
capacity,  breaks  through  the  trammels  of  pro¬ 
priety,  ridee  the  saddle  astride,  climbs  fences 
and  trees,  joins  a  base-hall  club,  or  acquires 
distinction  in  any  roystering  game  which 
demands  pluck  and  endurance,  you  may  ex¬ 
pect  something ;  she  possesses  the  elements 
of  a  strong  womanhood.  I  would  prefer 
one  such  woman,  either  in  the  hospitals  at 
Gettysburg,  or  at  the  head  of  a  family  of 
children,  to  a  dozen  women  who  were  chiefly 
distinguished  in  girlhood  for  immaculate  col¬ 
lars  and  bows. 

CARE  OF  YOUR  TEETH. 

“What  a  fine  face!”  I  exclaimed;  “What 
a  very  beautiful  girl !”  By  and  bye  I 
whispered  to  my  wife,  to  ask  who  that 
young  lady  was? — pointing  to  the  left, 
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While  she  was  looking,  I  remarked,  “What 
a  very  plain  face  she  has!”  My  better 
two-thirds  replied,  with  the  slightest  possible 
sneer : 

“It  seems  to  me  that  you  men  haven't 
five  grains  of  common  sense  about  women. 
Now  you  don’t  pretend  that  you  have  for¬ 
gotten  that  very  beautiful  girl!,y 

“  But  you  don’t  mean  to  say  that  that 
is  the  same  one  I  was  admiring?” 

“The  same,”  quietly  observed  my  better 
three-quarters.  In  a  moment  a  bit  of  humor 
came  from  the  platform  ;  the  large  mouth 
flew  open,  and  thirty  magnificent  pearls 
darted  into  view. 

“Oh,  yes,  to  be  sure ;  why  of  course, 
who  couldn’t  tell  that?”  I  remarked,  as 
brave  as  a  sheep. 

“  My  better  seven-eighths  quietly  suggested, 
from  behind  her  fan,  “  Now,  suppose  you 
attend  to  the  lecture,  and  stop  looking  at 
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the  girls ;  how  would  you  like  it  if  you 

were  lecturing,  and  one  of  your  auditors 
should  be  looking  all  over  the  house  ?” 

From  that  moment  I  kept  my  eyes  on 
the  speaker,  but  the  points  in  the  lecture 
were  very  few,  and  between  them  I  had 

time  to  think  “what  a  magic  there  is  in  fine 
teeth !”  If  a  young  woman  has  a  mouthful 
•of  beautiful  teeth,  I  don’t  care  how  long 
her  nose  is,  nor  what  the  color  of  her  eyes  ; 
she  looks  sweet,  wholesome,  handsome ! 

On  the  other  hand,  no  matter  how  ex¬ 
quisitely  moulded  the  face,  if,  when  the 

mouth  is  opened,  decayed,  blackened  teeth 
appear;  you  cease  to  admire,  and  exclaim, 
“poor  thing!  poor  thing!” 

Besides  this,  if  you  lose  your  teeth,  you 
can  no  longer  speak  plainly. 

But  more  than  both  of  these  considera¬ 
tions  put  together  and  multiplied  by  a  hun¬ 
dred,  if  you  lose  your  teeth,  you  can  no 
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longer  grind  your  food  well ;  and  then  comes 
indigestion  with  its  train  of  horrors. 

How  may  the  teeth  be  preserved  ? 

Simply,  by  keeping  them  clean !  A  clean 
tooth  cannot  decay.  You  may  eat  sweet 
things,  acids,  take  hot  drinks,  ice  creams, — 
you  may  abuse  your  teeth  in  a  hundred 
ways, — if  you  will  keep  them  clean,  they 
will  not  decay.  I  will  show  you  as  many 
white  blackbirds,  as  you  will  show  me  clean 
white  teeth  beginning  to  decay. 

How  shall  they  be  kept  clean  ?  I  answer 
with  a  tooth-pick,  used  thoroughly  after  eat¬ 
ing,  and  followed  by  rinsing  the  mouth, 
and  the  morning  and  evening  use  of  a 
tooth-brush  with  a  powder  composed  of 
pulverized  soap  and  prepared  chalk. 

In  addition  to  this,  cultivate  the  habit  of 
sleeping  with  your  mouth  shut.  That  dry¬ 
ness  and  bad  taste  in  the  mouth  which 
come  of  sleeping  with  it  open,  is  always 
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injurious  to  everything  within  the  mouth,  in¬ 
cluding  the  teeth. 

And,  perhaps,  this  is  the  best  place  to 

speak  of  the  error  or  misfortune  of  sleeping 
with  the  mouth  open,  in  its  influence  upon 

the  respiratory  apparatus. 

I  cannot  agree  with  the  famous  Catlin, 
who  attributes  so  much  to  this  bad  habit. 
But  really  it  is  difficult  to  read  his  remark 
able  little  work,  without  being  convinced 
that  sleeping  with  the  mouth  open  is  a 
most  unfortunate  habit.  The  most  obvious 
mischief  is  the  introduction  through  the  open 
mouth  and  wind-pipe  of  dust  and  other 
minute  objects,  which  the  nose  would  strain 
out.  The  opening  in  the  nose  through 

which  the  air  must  pass,  is  only  a  narrow 
fissure,  and  its  sides  are  armed  with  numer¬ 
ous  hairs,  which  reach  over  and  intertwine 

with  those  of  the  opposite  wall,  thus  mak¬ 
ing  it  very  difficult  for  particles  of  dust  to 
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pass  through  into  the  lungs.  This  point  in 
Mr.  Catlin’s  argument  is  too  obviously  true 
to  need  any  special  proofs ;  and  perhaps 

another  point  of  less  moment  is  sufficiently 

obvious;  viz.,  if  the  air  be  allowed  to  pass 

directly  through  the  wide-open  mouth  into 

the  lungs,  its  temperature  when  permeating 
the  lung  tissue  is  too  low,  and  thus  injury 
to  that  delicate  tissue  results ;  but  if  the 

air  passes  through  the  tortuous  and  con¬ 
tracted  nasal  passages,  it  is  brought  into 

such  immediate  contact  with  the  blood  in 
the  lining  membrane  of  those  passages,  that 

it  is  modified,  and  the  lungs  themselves  are 
saved  from  the  rude  shock  of  a  raw  cold 
breath. 

I  have  now  given  the  more  patent  of  the 

reasons  for  keeping  the  mouth  shut  while 
sleeping,  and  will  only  add  that  the  habit 
of  sleeping  with  the  mouth  shut,  may  be 
formed  by  a  careful  clearing  of  the  nasal 
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passages  on  lying  down,  and  by  going  to 
sleep  with  a  determination  to  keep  the  lips 
closed.  Observing  these  rules,  and  being 
careful  not  to  sleep  with  the  head  too  low, 
you  will  soon  awaken  in  the  morning  with 
the  lips  closed,  and  with  the  mouth  moist 
and  sweet. 

VENTILATION. 

If  the  air  of  the  bed-room  be  impure,  the 
complexion,  eyes  and  nerves  must  soon  suffer. 
The  hours  of  sleep  are  hours  of  recuperation. 
But  that  the  building-up  work  may  go  on, 
pure  air  is  indispensable.  During  the  night 
the  doors  are  not  opened ;  there  is  no  mov¬ 
ing  about ;  all  is  at  a  stand-still.  Now  the 
windows  must  be  wide  open.  Unless  there 
be  a  storm  or  the  weather  be  intensely  cold, 
the  upper  sash  must  «come  half  way  down, 
and  the  lower  sash  go  half  way  up.  If 
your  ears  are  cold  cover  them,  but  give 
your  lungs  and  blood  pure  oxygen,  and 
plenty  of  it. 
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If  you  would  have  beauty  of  skin  and 
eyes,  if  you  would  enjoy  a  cheerful  temper, 
and  retain  a  youthful  bloom,  you  must  breathe 
a  pure  air  all  night,  and  all  day,  and  al¬ 
ways.  No  other  law  of  health,  no  condition 
of  beauty,  is  so  imperative  as  this. 

When  you  go  into  the  street,  don’t  weai 

a  veil  and  keep  the  air  away  from  your 
lungs.  Let  it  come  in  freely ;  it  is  your 
best  friend. 

FLANNELS  NEXT  THE  SKIN. 

Young  ladies  take  pride  in  the  fact  that 

their  skins  are  so  delicate,  they  can’t  wear 
flannels. 

“  Why,  I  couldn’t  live  in  flannels,  my 

skin  is  so  delicate.” 

It  is  to  be  deeply  regretted  that  this 

passion  for  delicacy  and  debility  has  taken 
such  strong  hold  of  young  ladies. 

“Miss  Pitznoodle,  you  must  wear  flannels 
P* 
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next  the  skin,  they  will  save  you  from 

colds,  and  keep  up  a  fine,  healthy  circula¬ 
tion.” 

“  Oh,  my  !  I  couldn’t  wear  flannels  next 
my  skin  ;  it  would  set  me  crazy ;  my  skin 
is  so  delicate!  ” 

“  Miss  Fitzuoodle,  you  must  rise  early  in 
the  morning,  take  a  bath,  and  go  out  for 
the  fresh  air.” 

“Oh,  my!  I  couldn’t  think  of  it;  I 
should  be  sick  in  bed  all  day,  I  am  so 

delicate  !  ” 

“Miss  Fitznoodle,  you  must  sleep  with 
your  windows  open.” 

“Oh,  my !  I  can’t,  I  am  so  delicate !  ” 

I  ■  am  always  sorry  to  meet  a  young  lady 
with  weak,  delicate  morals ;  but  rejoice  to 
meet  one  with  steady,  fixed,  determined 
morals.  I  am  always  sorry  to  meet  a 

young  lady  with  weak,  delicate  mind  ;  but 
rejoice  to  meet  one  with  clear,  sharp,  sturdy 
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mind.  And  so  I  am  sorry  to  meet  a  young 

lady  with  weak,  delicate  body ;  but  rejoice 
to  meet  one  with  plump,  elastic,  sturdj 

body. 

If  your  skin  be  so  sensitive  that  you 
can’t  wear  flannels,  use  a  pair  of  hair 

gloves  morning  and  evening ;  put  on  strong 

flannels,  be  patient,  and  in  two  weeks  you 
will  have  conquered  your  delicacy,  and  be 
able  to  enjoy  what,  in  this  climate,  is  an 

immense  advantage  in  many  ways. 
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iMUSEMENTS  FOR  GIRLS. 

Croquet  is  fashionable  and  useful,  certainly 
better  than  nothing ;  but  any  game  which 
can  he  played  in  a  tight  corset  and  long 
skirt  cannot  serve  the  muscles  much  ;  but  it 
keeps  the  players  out-doors,  and  so  far  is 
useful. 

Skating  is  fashionable,  and  better  than 

nothing;  hut  the  finest  skating  may  be  per¬ 
formed  with  arms  folded ;  showing  that  the 
upper  half  of  the  body,  which  needs  exer¬ 

cise  ten-fold  more  than  the  lower  half,  re¬ 
ceives  little  or  nothing  in  this  amusement. 
In  addition  to  this,  the  sudden  change  from 

the  furnace  heat  of  our  close  houses  to  the 

piercing  winds  of  the  frozen  pond,  is  often 
Very  damaging. 
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Dancing  is  beautiful  and  profitable.  But 
the  profit  depends  upon  certain  conditions, 
not  always  observed,  viz.,  seasonable  hours, 
healthy  dress,  and  a  pure  atmosphere.  With¬ 
out  these  conditions  dancing  may  be  seriously 
mischievous. 

Besides,  it  may  be  observed  that  dancing 
only  brings  into  play  the  muscles  of  the 
legs  and  hips ;  while  the  arms  and  chest, 
which  are  dying  for  motion,  are  not  even 
invited  to  join  in  the  fun. 

Walking  might  be  spoken  of  as  an  amuse 
ment  among  those  who  walk  with  real  gusto ; 
but  this  snail  pace,  with  the  two  hands 
crossed  in  front,  can  hardly  be  regarded  as 
an  amusement  except  to  those  who  are 
amused  with  a  funeral  procession. 

While  walking  is  the  best  possible  single 
exercise  for  reasons  mentioned  in  another 
place,  it  is  defective  in  the  same  particular 
mentioned  in  skating  and  dancing  ;  viz.,  it 
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brings  into  play  principally  the  lower  ex¬ 
tremities,  which  already  are  well  developed, 
and  neglects  the  arms,  shoulders  and  chest, 
which  are  starving  for  work.  But  I  must 
not  forget  to  speak  very  earnestly  of  the 
great  value  of  walking  when  it  is  of  a  vig¬ 
orous  sort,  and  the  arms  are  freely  swung. 
Tn  this  way  even  the  shoulders  and  chest 
perform  a  good  deal  of  work. 

I  have  spoken  in  a  separate  chapter  of 
the  great  Sciireber’s  invention  for  home  ex¬ 
ercise — the  Pangymnastikon — which  is  not  only 
the  best  means  of  training  the  upper  part 
of  the  body  that  I  have  ever  seen,  but  is 
really  one  of  the  most  fascinating  of  amuse¬ 
ments.  The  reader  is  referred  to  the  chap¬ 
ter  “  The  Pangymnastikon,  or  Home  Gym¬ 
nasium.” 

Battledoor ,  and  Graces  or  Grace-Hoop ,  are 
capital  amusements ;  and  bring  into  varied 
and  vigorous  play  the  muscles  of  the  upper 
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part  of  the  body ;  besides,  the  interest  is 
permanent  and  constantly  increases  as  the 
skill  increases. 

Base-ball  clubs  have  been  organized  among 
young  women,  with  the  happiest  results  to 
their  health,  spirits,  activity  and  grace.  They 
look  very  pretty  in  their  gymnastic  costume, 
•and  really  they  play  Wonderfully  well. 

The  great  physiological  need  of  our  arti¬ 
ficial  life  is  something  to  save  the  upper 
part  of  the  body  from  filling  into  weakness 
and  deformity.  Our  exercises  fall  almost  ex¬ 
clusively  upon  the  lower  half  of  the  body — 
we  walk,  dance  and  skate ;  but  women  of 
the  better  class  do  nothing  with  their  up¬ 
per  limbs  except  to  dress  and  feed  them¬ 
selves.  The  result  is  that  their  arms  become 
consumptively  emaciated,  their  shoulder-blades 
project,  their  chests  become  thin,  flat,  con¬ 
cave,  and  the  vital  organs  within  are  corres- 
respondingly  weak  and  uncertain. 


352 


OUR  GIRLS. 


TRUE  EDUCATION  FOR  GIRLS. 


The  School  at  Lexington,  up  to  the  time 
the  buildings  were  burned,  was  the  truest 
exponent  of  education  for  girls,  which  has 
been  seen  in  our  country.  I  say  in  our 
country,  because  my  acquaintance  with  the 
German  methods  is  not  sufficiently  complete 
to  justify  any  comparison  between  them  and 
the  school  under  consideration. 

And  yet,  as  has  been  shown  in  other 
chapters  in  this  work,  the  curriculum  at 
Lexington  was  far  from  philosophical  or  wise. 

The  waste  of  time  and  money  on  music 
and  the  languages,  was  immense ;  the 
thought  of  it,  even  now,  awakens  in  my 
mind  the  keenest  regrets. 
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But  in  this  respect,  it  was  no  worse  than 
other  first-class  schools,  while  in  several  im¬ 
portant  particulars,  it  was  greatly  superior. 

1st. — It  was  a  school  for  girls  and  young 
women ,  and  not  for  young  ladies.  This  is  a 
very  important  distinction. 

2nd. — It  had  a  very  strong  corps  of  resi¬ 
dent  teachers,  who  mingled  with  the  pupils 
in  all  their  many  amusements.  In  this  way 
a  vigilant,  earnest  public  sentiment  was  de 
veloped,  which  made  the  trammels  and 
friction  of  school  government  quite  unneces¬ 
sary.  The  girls  bore  themselves  precisely  as 
they  would  in  a  drawing-room,  in  the  pres¬ 
ence  of  men  and  women  of  dignified  manners 
and  fine  culture.  Indeed,  such  were  the 
persons  constantly  mingling  with  them.  They 
could  not  escape  the  feeling  that  they  were 
placed  on  their  honor.  What  is  called 
school  government,  or  discipline,  we  had 
little  or  no  occasion  to  think  of.  If  I  had 
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space  I  could  tell  you  some  really  very 
touching  stories,  illustrating  the  experiences 
of  girls  .who,  for  the  first  time,  were  in  a 
school  where  they  were  not  told,  but  were 
expected  to  behave  their  best. 

In  so  large  a  company,  definite  rules  were 
indispensable  to  concert  of  action.  We  had 
as  many  rules  as  other  schools,  but  the 
spirit  in  which  they  were  observed,  was  the 
distinctive  feature  of  which  I  have  spoken. 

I  will  venture  to  give  one  little  anecdote, 

which  will  serve  to  illustrate  the  point  under 
consideration. 

One  of  our  bright  girls,  Mary  - ,  retired 

on  the  ringing  of  the  first  bell,  at  half-past 
eight  o’clock ;  but  when  the  watchman  made 
his  nine  o’clock  round,  he  found  a  light 

burning  in  Mary’s  room,  and  at  once  left 
his  beat,  to  report  to  me.  I  sent  him  to 

ask  if  Mary  was  sick.  He  returned  to  say 

that  the  light  was  now  out,  and  that  the 
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young  woman  said  she  was  not  sick.  He 
had  hardly  reported,  before  Mary  appeared 
at  my  door  in  her  morning-gown,  and  said 
that  she  was  sorry  for  having  failed  to  ob¬ 
serve  the  hour  for  turning  out  the  light, 
but  that  she  had  just  received  a  letter 
from  her  mother  which  she  wanted  very 
much  to  answer ;  that  she  hoped  I  would 
excuse  her. 

I  said,  “  all  right,”  and  she  was  turning 
to  go  back,  when,  looking  very  earnestly  at 
me,  she  said : 

“  If  you  knew  how  much  better  I  be 
have  here,  than  I  ever  did  at  any  other 
school,  I  am  sure  you  would  not  blame  me 

for  this.  When  I  was  at  the  -  Seminary, 

we  girls  spent  nearly  half  our  time  in  de¬ 
vising  tricks  and*  dodges.  We  liked  to  come 
it  over  them,  because  they  were  always 
watching  us.  Lots  of  us  corresponded  with 
young  men,  and  we  left  our  letters  for  each 
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other  in  the  crevices  of  the  garden  wall ; 

I  used  to  say  that  if  we  were  half  as 
much  interested  in  our  studies,  as  we  were 
in  cheating  our  teachers,  we  should  become 
as  wise  as  Solomon.  But  here — why,  sir, 
during  all  these  months  that  I  have  been 
here,  I  have  never  heard  a  word  from  any 
girl,  which  looked  like  deception.  You  trust 
us  so  completely,  and  treat  us  with  such 
respect,  that  I  don’t  see  how  the  worst  girl 
that  ever  lived,  could  even  think  of  doing 

wrong.  It  really  seems  to  me,  that  this 
spirit  in  your  school  is  worth  more  to  us 
than  every  thing  that  we  could  possibly  get 
in .  our  studies.” 

My  own  horror  of  these  seminaries,  where 
girls  study  (under  the  suggestions  and  ex¬ 
ample  of  the  worst  among  them,)  every 

species  of  deception  and  trick,  is  such,  that 
I  would  prefer  that  my  daughter  should 

never  learn  to  read  the  name  of  the  Uod 
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who  made  her,  rather  than  acquire  all  learn¬ 
ing  and  accomplishments,  under  such  demor¬ 
alizing  influences.  Thousands  of  young  wo¬ 
men  while  learning  a  little  music  and 
French,  acquire  a  habit  of  concealment  and 
indirection,  which  marks  all  their  subsequent 
career. 

In  discussing  the  peculiarities  of  the  Lex¬ 
ington  School,  I  would  mention : 

3rd. — The  physical  exercises  and  amuse¬ 
ments.  The  * 4  New  Gymnastics  ”  were  taught 
to  every  member  of  the  school,  and  practised 
daily  by  all,  from  half  an  hour  to  an  hour 
and  a  half,  while  dancing  was  introduced 
three  or  four  evenings  of  each  week.  Be¬ 
sides  these,  we  indulged  in  many  amusing 
games. 

Physical  education  constituted  a  part  of 
the  regular  system,  and  nothing  was  left  to 
chance,  or  to  individual  proclivity. 

In  most  seminaries,  physical  exercise  is 
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optional  with  the  pupil.  If  arithmetic  were 
treated  in  the  same  way,  necessary  as  it  is 
to  civilized  life,  I  fear  but  little  progress 
would  be  made. 

The  average  American  girl  has  a  delicate 
body,  with  numerous  aches  and  weaknesses. 
The  School  which  does  not  provide  in  its 
curriculum  for  this  average  and  fundamental 
condition,  seems  to  me  strangely  deficient  in 
its  educational  provisions. 

The  graduate  of  a  Woman’s  Seminary, 
should,  like  the  graduate  of  a  German  Uni¬ 
versity,  be  as  much  improved  in  body  as 
in  mind. 

Young  women,  on  completing  the  pre¬ 
scribed  course,  should  be  fitted  for  the  ac¬ 
tive  duties  of  life.  This  involves,  as  primary 
and  fundamental,  a  healthy  and  vigorous 
bod}7-. 

Girls  came  to  our  school  with  the  stipu¬ 
lation  that  they  should  not  room  above  the 
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second  story,  not  being  able  to  climb  higher, 
who  within  five  months,  walked  ten  miles 
in  three  hours,  without  .fatigue. 

I  was  asked  to  visit  a  Female  Seminary, 
some  miles  out  of  Boston,  to  witness  the 
exercises  of  a  “  Commencement.”  Seated  on 
the  platform  with  the  Principal,  she  called 
my  attention  to  the  graduating  class.  Cover¬ 
ing  her  lips  with  a  book,  she  whispered  to 
me,  that  “that  class  of  young  ladies  seated 
by  the  organ  is  the  graduating  class.” 

“And  they  have  finished  their  education?” 
I  asked.  She  nodded  assent. 

I  gave  them  a  good  long  look,  and  felt 
the  wrong  so  deeply,  that  I  could  not  re¬ 
sist  the  temptation  to  whisper  back : 

If  you  had  said  the  girls  themselves  were 
finished ,  I  should  have  understood  you  ;  but 
if  you  mean  that  their  education  is  finished , 
I  can  only  say  that  it  seems  to  me  they 
have  not  laid  the  first  stone  in  the  founda* 
tion  of  a  true  education. 
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Pale,  thin,  Dent — they  had  been  out¬ 
rageously  humbugged.  What  amount  of 
languages  and  music  could  compensate  for 
this  outrage  upon  the  very  foundations  of 
their  being? 

In  the  Lexington  school  the  course  in 
physical  training  was  very  complete.  The 
muscle  training  was  varied  and  abundant , 
the  pupils  retired  at  half-past  eight  o’clock, 
wore  no  corsets  or  close  dress,  kept  their 
extremities  warm  with  flannels  and  strong 
shoes,  ate  plain  food,  and  enjoyed  many 
amusing  games  and  much  hearty  laughter. 

■  We  measured  them  about  the  chest,  under 
the  arms,  on  entering  the  school,  and  again 
on  leaving,  and  found  that  a  common 
increase  in  eight  months  was  three  inches. 
There  was  a  still  more  remarkable  enlarge¬ 
ment  of  the  arms  and  shoulders,  while  the 
change  in  their  manner  of  walking  never 
failed  to  impress  us  all.  Female  weaknesses, 
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which,  in  some  form,  nearly  all  of  them 
brought  to  the  school,  were  quickly  relieved  ; 
and  headaches,  after  the  first  month  of  the 
school  year,  were  almost  unknown  among  us. 

I  do  not  wish  to  protract  this  discussion 
of  the  possibilities  in  physical  development 
in  our  girls’  schools ;  but  I  will  say,  after 
such  opportunities  for  observation  as  no 
other  man  on  either  continent  has  enjoyed, 
that  it  is  my  deliberate  conviction  that 
ninety-nine  in  every  hundred  girls,  may  be 
so  developed,  physically,  in  two  years  of 
school  life,  that  they  can  walk  ten  miles 
without  fatigue,  be  free  from  aches  and 
weaknesses,  and  be  nobly  fitted  for  the 
grave  responsibilities  of  citizenship  and 
motherhood. 

4 th. — I  would  add  that  the  true  school 
will  magnify  nature — will  make  conspicuous 
in  its  programme  the  natural  sciences,  will 
push  very  far  the  rudimentary  English  train- 


362 


OUR  GIRLS. 


ing,  will  give  the  most  emphatic  and  de¬ 
termined  attention  to  composition  and  con¬ 
versation,  and  will  watch  over  the  manners 
of  the  pupil  with  a  truly  parental  interest. 

I  have  seen  coarse,  unmannerly  boors  en¬ 
gaged  in  teaching  girls  Latin  and  Trigonome¬ 
try.  It  seems  to  be  thought  if  they 
understand  the  technics  of  the  books,  that 
is  enough.  Of  course  they  must  comprehend 
what  they  attempt  to  teach ;  but  the  rare 
and  precious  graces  in  a  teacher,  are  fine 
manners  and  conversational  powers.  More  is 
learned  in  an  hour’s  conversation  with  re¬ 
fined,  cultured  people  upon  almost  any  topic, 
than  can  be  learned  in  a  day  from  books, 
even  with  the  assistance  of  an  unrefined, 
mechanical  teacher. 

I  shall  be  happy  to  correspond  with  parents 
about  the  schools  of  New  England,  which  are 
earnest  in  regard  to  physical  education. 
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HEROIC  WOMEN. 


Without  pursuing  any  special  order,  I 
will  mention  Hypasia,  the  much  calumnia¬ 
ted  Aspasia,  and  the  Athenian  courtezan 
Lesena,  who,  when  put  to  the  torture  to 
make  her  betray  her  friends  and  accom¬ 
plices  in  a  political  conspiracy,  hit  out  her 
tongue,  and  spat  it  in  the  face  of  her  tor¬ 
mentor. 

In  more  modem  times,  as  education  is  placed 
within  the  reach  of  all,  these  “burning  and 
shining  lights”  become  less  conspicuous,  set, 
as  they  are,  amid  a  galaxy  of  scarcely  less 
brilliant  luminaries.  Instances  might  he  cited 
by  the  dozen  of  women  who  have  taken 
degrees  in  theology,  who  have  lectured  in 
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public,  and  been  celebrated  as  savans  and 
philosophers. 

As  for  those  who  have  received  the  dig¬ 
nity  of  canonization,  the  Roman  calendar  alone 
is  capable  of  keeping  any  account  of  them. 

Yet  amongst  them,  let  us  give  one  word 
of  admiration  to  that  brave  Irish  Abbess,  — 
Ebb  a  of  Coldingham,  who,  to  preserve  her¬ 
self  from  the  brutality  of  the  Danish  soldiers, 
cut  off  her  nose  and  lips.  Her  nuns  followed 
her  example,  and  the  enraged  barbarians  burnt 
them  all,  together  with  their  convent. 

To  whom  do  we  owe  the  preservation  of 
the  New  Testament  but  to  the  heroic  girl- 
martyrs  among  the  first  Christians,  who,  un¬ 
der  the  Roman  persecutors,  endured  unheard- 
of  tortures,  rather  than  betray  the  hiding- 
place  of  the  Sacred  Writings? 

En  passant  I  may  mention  the  fact  that 
the  first  woman  who  used  her  literary  abil¬ 
ities  to  support  her  household,  was  Christine 
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Castel,  a  French  woman  by  education,  though 
by  birth  a  Venetian.  She  lived  in  the  reign 
of  the  English  king  Henry  IV. 

Have  you  ever  heard  of  Arnande  de  Rocas  ? 
She  must  have  been  a  brave,  high-minded  girl ! 
When  her  native  town  was  taken  by  the 
Turks,  —  somewhere  in  the  dark  sixteenth  cen¬ 
tury,  when  Turks  were  not  the  civilized  gen¬ 
tlemen  that  many  of  them  now  are,  —  she 
and  a  number  of  her  young  and  beautiful 
companions  were  placed  in  a  vessel  bound  for 
Constantinople,  —  their  destination  the  Sultan's 
seraglio.  In  the  dead  of  night,  she  gained 
access  to  the  powder  magazine,  and  blew 
up  the  ship,  with  her  innocent  companions 
and  their  captors. 

Now  let  us  come  nearer  home,  and  recal 
the  name  of  Martha  Bratton.  She  was  a 
woman  for  any  country  to  be  proud  of,  for 
she  helped,  hand  and  heart,  in  establishing 
the  freedom  of  her  native  country.  Her  hus- 
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band  was  a  Colonel  in  the  first  army  of 
America,  and  in  his  absence  she  took  charge 
of,  and  defended  the  ammunition  and  sup 
plies.  Think  of  her  courage  in  blowing  up 
the  powder,  rather  than  suffer  it  to  fall  into 
the  enemy’s  hands !  Think  of  her  nobility  in 
avowing  the  act  that  no  one  else  might  suffer 
for  it.  Threats  of  instant  death  had  no  pow¬ 
er  to  make  her  betray  a  trust.  And  she 
was  a  womanly  woman  too,  for  she  saved 
the  life  of  an  English  officer,  who  had  res 
cued  her  by  his  intervention,  and  kept  him 
concealed  in  her  house  till  he  was  exchanged. 

Grizel  Cochrane !  It’s  not  a  romantic  name, 
but  what  a  romance  in  her  life. 

Her  father  lay  a  prisoner  in  the  Tolbooth 
of  Edinburgh,  condemned  to  death  for  high 
treason.  Her  grandfather,  the  Earl  of  Dun- 
donald,  was  moving  heaven  and  earth  to  ob¬ 
tain  his  son’s  pardon.  But  it  was  known  that 
the  warrant  for  his  execution  was  on  its  way 
from  London. 
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Grizel  was  only  eighteen.  But  she  was 
strong  and  resolute.  She  rode  on  her  own 
fleet  horse  two  days  on  the  road  to  England, 
where  a  trusty  friend  lent  her  a  suit  of 
man’s  clothes  and  a  pair  of  pistols.  Thus 
armed,  she  attacked  the  postman,  robbed  him 
of  the  mail  bags,  and  destroyed  her  father’s 
death  warrant.  The  time  thus  gained  saved 
his  life. 

A  better  Grizel  this,  I  think,  than  the 
celebrated  Grizel  who  is  so  often  held  up  as 
a  model  of  womanly  virtues. 

Think  of  the  peasant  girl,  inspired  by  spirit 
voices,  throwing  aside  the  timidity  of  her 
country  breeding,  her  youth,  and  her  sex, 
adopting  the  costume  of  a  soldier,  heading 
the  armies  of  France,  leading  them  to  vic¬ 
tory,  and  placing  the  national  crown  upon 
the  head  of  the  feeble  Dauphin,  much  more 
of  a  girl  than  herself.  Then  change  the 
scene,  and  behold  the  bigoted  and  fanatical 
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priests  conspiring  against  her ;  see  her  aban¬ 
doned  by  her  friends ;  abandoned  even  by  the 
English  whom  she  had  conquered ;  see  her  at 
last  led  forth  to  the  fatal  pile,  and  her  ashes 
cast  into  the  Seine. 

How  different,  yet  how  grand,  is  the  gen¬ 
tle  Heloise,  more  remarkable  for  her  faithful 
affection,  than  for  her  learning  and  talents, 
choosing  rather  to  be  dishonored  in  the  world’s 
estimation,  than  to  injure  her  craven  husband 
by  avowing  their  marriage. 

What  Roman  or  Spartan  mother  excelled  in 
heroism  that  Lady  Seton,  who,  while  she  saw 
from  the  beleagured  tower  the  preparations 
of  the  brutal  English  king  to  put  her  two 
sons  to  death,  urged  her  wavering  husband 
rather  to  let  them  die  for  their  country,  than 
to  save  their  lives  by  ignoble  surrender  of 
his  great  trust.  Her  sons  were  murdered,  but 
her  husband  was  not  dishonored,  and  the  town 
wan  saved. 
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Who  hag  not  heard  of  the  heroic  Maid  of 
Saragossa?  No  matter  that  she  was  really 
the  wife  of  one  of  the  soldiers  engaged  in 
defending  the  city,  that  she  had  come  upon 
the  ramparts  to  carry  some  refreshments  to 
her  husband  ;  the  story  is  not  the  less  thrill¬ 
ing  that  it  was  from  his  hand  that  she  snatched 
the  burning  fuse,  and  fired  the  cannon  near 

which  he  had  fallen.  Calling  on  the  shrink¬ 
ing  soldiers  to  reload  the  gun,  she  avowed 

her  resolution  to  stand  by  it,  and  fire  on  the 

French  enemy  till  they  were  beaten,  or  she 
was  dead.  She  turned  the  tide  of  battle, 
and  will  be  remembered  as  long  as  the  world 
lasts. 

Charlotte  Corday  !  The  name  alone  is  enough 
to  conjure  up  a  moving  panorama  before  one’s 
eyes.  We  see  the  beautiful,  heroic  girl,  nurs¬ 
ing  in  the  depths  of  her  heart  the  project 

which,  she  fondly  hopes,  will  free  her  coun¬ 
try  from  a  hideous  tyrant.  It  is  not  murder 
Q* 


370 


OUR  GIRLS. 


that  she  contemplates,  for  she  will  give  her 
own  pure  life  for  that  of  the  savage  steeped 
in  every  crime.  We  see  her  on  her  journey 
to  Paris,  gentle  and  affable,  rousing  no  sus¬ 
picion  of  the  terrible  errand  on  which  she  is 
bound.  We  see  her  when  the  deed  is  done, 
sitting  calmly  in  the  outer  room,  and  thought¬ 
fully  passing  her  hand  across  her  brow.  We 
see  her  before  her  judges,  “  Serene,  and  res¬ 
olute,  and  still,  and  calm,  and  self-possessed.” 
We  see  her  on  her  way  to  the  guillotine, 
unconsciously  inspiring  such  a  strange  and 
sudden  passion,  as  surely  never  man  felt  be¬ 
fore,  and  yet  a  true  love,  as  poor  Adam 
Luz  proved  by  writing  her  defence,  and  dy¬ 
ing  for  it  and  her.  We  may  all  join  with 
the  royalist  lady,  who  fell  on  her  knees  and 
called  her  saint ,  when  she  heard  what  she  had 
done.  Alas !  that  it  was  done  in  vain !  The 
tyranny  that  crushed  France  was  hydra-like, 
and  for  one  head  that  was  struck  off,  a  hun¬ 
dred  more  appeared. 
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“The  mother  of  the  country.”  Is  not  that 
a  name  that  any  queen  might  be  proud  to 
gain? 

She  lived  in  Saxony  three  hundred  years 
ago,  and  is  still  remembered  by  the  peas¬ 
antry  as  Mother  Anna.  What  had  she  done 
to  deserve  the  title?  She  studied  several  sci¬ 
ences,  and  applied  her  knowledge  to  promote 
the  good  of  her  people.  She  multiplied  schools, 
and  encouraged  education.  She  incited  the 
people  to  redeem  waste  lands,  taking  a  spade 
in  her  own  honest,  busy  hands,  to  encourage 
the  workers  when  the  ground  looked  partic¬ 
ularly  unpromising.  She  fostered  trade  and 
manufactures,  and  when  she  and  her  husband 
travelled  about,  they  took  with  them  supplies 
of  the  best  seeds  for  raising  fruit,  and  distrib¬ 
uted  them  among  the  people. 

The  good  soul  was  a  careful  housewife, 
and  more  than  all,  a  self-sacrificing  Christian, 
teaching  more  by  example  than  precept. 
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Amid  all  this  hard  work,  public  and  pri¬ 
vate,  she  became  the  mother  of  fifteen  chil¬ 
dren.  I  have  heard  of  ladies  who  complained 
of  being  fearfully  overburdened  with  two  or 
three. 

The  end  of  this  noble  woman  was  worthy 
of  her  life.  She  died  of  the  plague,  caught 
while  attending  on  the  sick,  like  a  true  Chris¬ 
tian  and  Mother. 

You  may  never  be  called  upon  to  perform 
such  acts  of  heroism  as  distinguished  many 
American  women  during  the  struggle  for  in¬ 
dependence  ;  but  it  will  be  good  for  you  to 
imbibe,  from  their  contemplation,  a  touch  of 
the  spirit  which  prompted  them.  Who  would 
not  wish  to  resemble  Mrs.  .Motte,  when  her 
large  new  house  was  garrisoned  by  the  Eng¬ 
lish  The  American  general^,  loth  to  destroy 
the  widow’s  home,  hesitated  to  expel  them 
by  fire.  She  presented  to  them  the  Indi¬ 
an  bow  with  its  apparatus  for  igniting  the 
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shingle  roof,  counting  ruin  as  nothing  in 
the  scale  against  patriotism.  Then,  again,  the 
gentlewoman  succeeds  the  patriot  as  she  re 
ceives  the  vanquished  foes  in  her  poor  tern 
porary  home,  entertains  them  hospitably,  and, 
womanlike,  endeavors  to  soothe  the  mortifica 
tion  of  defeat. 

Picture  to  yourselves  a  group  of  despair¬ 
ing  wretches,  clinging  all  night  to  a  frag¬ 
ment  of  a  wreck,  and  to  the  remorseless  rock 
on  which  it  had  been  dashed.  All  through 
the  stormy  Autumn  night  they  had  clung 
there,  amid  rain,  and  wind,  and  darkness, 
holding  on  still,  yet  without  hope ;  they 
are  many  miles  from  the  shore,  and  they 
know  that,  as  the  tide  rises,  they  must  be 
swallowed  up,  one  by  one,  or  all  swept  off 
at  once  by  the  hungry  waves. 

Far  away,  during  that  terrible  night,  they 
had  seen  a  faint,  twinkling  light.  It  was 
from  a  lighthouse  —  a  sailor  who  was  among 
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the  group  >f  miserable  creatures,  told  them  it 
was  the  Longstone  Lighthouse,  —  a  mile  away, 
too  far  for  any  one  to  see  them  down  there 
on  a  level  with  the  sea ;  and  even  if  they 
were  seen,  there  was  no  life-boat  there,  and 
no  person  but  an  old  man  and  woman,  with 
their  son  and  daughter.  They  could  never 
bring  a  boat  to  their  deliverance. 

There  were  fewTer  people  than  he  supposed 
at  that  time  in  the  lighthouse,  for  the  son 
was  absent,  —  the  only  one,  it  would  seem, 
who  might  have  had  the  strength  and  cour¬ 
age  to  venture  to  their  assistance.  Besides, 
what  chance  was  there  that  they  would  be 
discovered  ? 

Yet,  at  that  very  moment,  a  clear,  bright 
eye,  looking  through  a  telescope  for  signs  of 
the  storm’s  cruel  havoc,  lights  on  them,  and 
takes  in  at  once  all  the  perils  of  their  po¬ 
sition.  It  is  the  eye  of  a  girl  of  eighteen ; 
but  she  has  the  courage  of  a  Roman,  the 
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compassion  of  a  Christian.  Calling  to  her 
father  to  accompany  her,  she  hastens  to  their 
boat.  Remonstrance  is  in  vain.  She  will 
not  listen  to  her  parents,  she  will  not  wait 
a  moment ;  all  she  thinks  of,  is  those  unhap 
py  sufferers,  for  the  returning  tide  must  wash 
them  off.  If  her  father  will  not  go,  she  will 
go  alone,  and,  live  or  die,  make  the  attempt 
to  save  them. 

Her  energy  bears  down  all  doubts ;  the  boat 
is  launched,  —  even  the  poor  wife  and  mother 
helping.  And,  ah !  think  of  her ,  as  she  sees 
it  leave  the  rock  to  which  it  may  never  re¬ 
turn.  Think  what  she  gives  to  the  service  of 
mercy.  She  must  have  been  a  worthy  mother 
of  such  a  daughter.  Father  and  child,  each 
take  an  oar,  and  pull,  not  for  their  lives,  but 
for  the  lives  of  others. 

Ah !  what  a  struggle  that  was,  through  a 
mile  of  angry,  tumbling  waters,  now  from  the 
crest  of  a  wave  catching  a  glimpse  of  those 
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they  go  to  rescue,  now  sunk  in  a  deep  hol¬ 
low  that  threatens  to  engulf  them.  Through 
all,  the  little  frail  boat  goes  on  its  errand  of 
mercy.  Can  we  not  imagine  how  the  wife 
and  mother  watched  it  through  the  lighthouse 
glass  ? 

Let  us  take  our  post  by  her,  and  try  to 

feel  for  a  moment  as  she  felt.  From  her 

lofty  post  she  can  mark  the  progress  of  the 

boat.  It  is  slow  but  sure.  When  first  it 

sank  out  of  her  sight  in  the  trough  of  a 
» 

great  billow,  her  heart  sank  too ;  but  see; 
it  rises  again,  and  with  it  a  prayer  and 
thanksgiving  ascend  from  the  mother’s  heart. 
The  daughter  rows  with  a  manly  strength,  — 
no  signs  of  fatigue.  Will  they  reach  the 
wreck  in  time  ?  Oh !  the  boat  goes  so  slow¬ 
ly,  though  those  two  devoted  ones  work  so 
hard.  On,  on,  still  on,  nearer  and  nearer. 
Now  comes  the  moment  of  greatest  danger. 
Ah !  they  are  too  eager  to  get  in,  —  they 
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will  swamp  the  boat.  No,  their  very  weak¬ 
ness  prevents  that.  The  stronger  help  the 
more  feeble they  are  all  in  now ;  all  safe 
so  far;  nine  human  beings  saved  so  far  ;  but 
can  eleven  come  safe  to  land  ?  Once  more 
the  boat  mounts  on  the  crests  of  the  waves , 
once  more  she  sinks  into  the  hollows,  and 
nearer,  nearer,  nearer  she  creeps  on. 

Other  duties  now  claim  the  attention  of  the 
anxious  watcher.  Fires  must  be  kindled,  and 
food  must  be  prepared,  or  the  good  work  will 
be  left  unfinished ;  and  from  time  to  time  she 
runs  to  the  window  to  watch  their  progress. 

The  keel  grates  upon  the  beach,  —  voices 
are  heard ;  they  are  all  safely  housed,  and 
the  loved  girl  comes  up  smiling,  happy  in  the 
success  of  her  good  deed,  and  all  unconscious 
that  her  name  is  henceforth  famous  through 
the  world. 

England  need  not  envy  France  her  Char¬ 
lotte  Corday,  while  the  name  of  Grace  Dari- 
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ing  shines,  in  letters  of  gold,  upon  the  pages 
of  her  own  history. 

The  renowned  Hugh  Grotius  had  a  wife 
who  ought  to  be  called  the  renowned  Mary 
Grotius. 

When  he  was  condemned  for  his  political 
writings,  to  be  imprisoned  for  life,  she  accom¬ 
panied  him,  though  the  hard  condition  was, 
that  she  too  was  to  remain  a  prisoner.  After 
a  while  she  was  allowed  to  go  out  occasion¬ 
ally.  She  borrowed  books  for  him,  which  were 
carried  to  and  fro,  with  his  linen,  in  a  chest. 
When  long  custom  had  made  the  guards  care¬ 
less  in  examining  this  chest,  she  packed  her 
husband  in  it  one  fine  day,  and  sent  him  to 
the  wash,  staying  in  the  prison  herself,  and 
pretending  that  he  was  ill  in  bed. 

She  was  let  out  too,  after  some  severe 
treatment. 

There  was  a  woman  who  never  performed 
any  grand,  heroic  action,  who  lived  a  quiet, 
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domestic  life ;  did  nothing  brilliant,  wrote  no 
poems,  suffered  no  martyrdom.  For  thirty- 
eight  years  she  was  a  ministering  angel  to 
her  husband ;  and  he  was  not  an  invalid, 
whose  caprices  tried  her  temper,  and  made 
her  life  a  lasting  trial.  On  the  contrary,  his 
health  was  good,  and  his  spirits  ever  equal. 

Yet  the  world  is  much  indebted  to  that 
woman.  She  was  to  her  husband  what  the 
cipher  is  after  the  figure  one.  Alone,  it  is 
a  unit;  with  the  cipher  by  its  side,  it  be¬ 
comes  ten. 

She  was  the  wife  of  John  Flaxman,  the 
Sculptor. 

“Down  with  the  Austrian  woman,”  shout¬ 
ed  the  infuriated  mob  of  Paris,  supposing  that 
they  saw  before  them  the  ill-fated  Marie  An¬ 
toinette.  An  officer  corrected  their  mistake, 
and  the  lady,  just  rescued  from  the  most  ter¬ 
rible  of  deaths,  —  that  of  being  torn  to  pieces 
by  savages,  —  said  to  him,  “Why  undeceive 
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them?  You  might  have  spared  them  a  great- 
er  crime.” 

She  was  the  same,  who,  when  asked  her 
name  and  rank  before  the  revolutionary  tri¬ 
bunal,  replied,  with  dignity,  “I  am  Eliza¬ 
beth  of  France,  the  aunt  of  your  king.” 

She  was  compelled  to  witness  the  execu¬ 
tion  of  twenty-four  of  her  fellow-prisoners,  and 
then  met  her  own  death  without  a  complaint. 

Among  savage  nations  what  could  be  more 
terrific  than  a  volcano?  And  when,  in  addi¬ 
tion  to  its  natural  mysteries,  a  cunning  priest¬ 
hood  has  invested  it  with  the  attributes  of  a 
malignant  and  revengeful  deity,  who  but  an 
enlightened*  and  civilized  person  would  dare  to 
approach  it?  It  was  tabooed ,  and  whoever  in¬ 
sulted  it,  would  he  destroyed  by  its  shower 
of  liquid'  fire. 

It  is  hard  to  shake  off  the  prejudices  and 
superstitions  of  a  life-time.  Yet  Kapiolani,  a 
woman  of  Hawaii,  who  had  already  done  much 
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to  raise  the  character  of  her  countrymen,  set 
the  heathen  priests  at  defiance,  declared  the 
volcano  to  be  the  work  of  a  merciful  God, 
and  boldly  descended  some  distance  into  its 
crater.  There  she  composedly  praised  the 
Lord  in  the  midst  of  one  of  ITis  wonderful 
works.  The  effect  of  her  faith  upon  the 
minds  of  her  countrymen  was  wonderful. 

“  In  all  that  is  known  of  Assyria,  the  most 
ancient  empire  of  the  earth,  every  extant 
fragment,  moral  or  material,  bears  evidence 
of  a  sex  to  which  that  land  of  wonders  owes 
the  immortality  of  its  grandeur.  The  name 
of  Semiramis  has  preserved  (what  Sardanap- 
alus  could  not  destroy,  nor  Cyrus  bury  under 
the  ruins  of  Babylon,)  the  memory  of  the 
greatest  combination  of  wealth,  power,  art, 
and  magnificence,  which  the  world  had  till 
then  witnessed,  or  has  since  conceived.  For 
the  greatest  capitals  of  the  most  powerful  and 
refined  of  modern  states,  supposed  to  have 
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reached  the  acme  of  civilization,  have  but  one 
epithet  to  mark  their  supereminence  ;  and  Rome 
and  London  (in  boast,  or  in  reproach,)  have 
each  been  called  the  Babylon  of  their  own 
proudest  times. 

“  Babylon,  with  its  hundred  gates  and  tow¬ 
ers,  was  founded  by  a  woman  of  low  origin 
and  destitute  youth,  who  attained  to  supreme 
power  by  her  genius  alone ;  and  though  all 
that  has  been  ascribed  to  her  may  not  be 
strictly  true,  though  Diodorous  Siculus  in  his 
enthusiasm  may  have  exaggerated,  and  Ctesias 
may  have  too  vividly  colored  his  brilliant  de¬ 
lineations  of  her  greatness,  yet  that  such  a 
woman  lived  and  reigned  in  Assyria,  that  she 
founded  its  capital,  and  influenced  her  age  by 
her  works  and  her  talents,  that  she  built  cit¬ 
ies,  raised  aqueducts,  constructed  roads,  com¬ 
manded  great  armies  in  person,  and,  both  as 
oonqueror  and  legislator,  was  among  the  ear¬ 
liest  agents  of  Asiatic  civilization,  there  re¬ 
mains  no  room  for  historic  doubt. 
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“  Her  passage  over  the  Indus,  her  conquests 
on  its  shores,  the  brilliant  triumphs  she  ob 
tained  abroad,  the  astute  wisdom  with  which 
she  met  conspiracy  at  home,  and  the  bold 
confidence  she  expressed  in  the  decisions  of 
posterity,  are  stubborn  facts.  These  obtained 
for  her  the  sympathy  of  the  greatest  charac¬ 
ter  and  conqueror  of  a  nearer  antiquity  ;  but 
Alexander,  taking  Semiramis  for  his  model, 
vainly  tried  to  restore  her  gorgeous  city,  on 
her  own  plans,  and  with  her  own  views. 

“  Posterity  has  nobly  ratified  the  appeal  of 
Semiramis  to  its  verdict.  At  the  end  of  three 
thousand  years,  her  life  and  character  have 
been  taken  as  the  inspiration  of  its  genius, 
and  the  spell  of  its  attraction.  Semiramis, 
however,  has  paid  the  penalty  of  her  sex’s 
superiority,  and  has  been  the  mark  of  calum¬ 
nious  pedantry  through  succeeding  ages,” 
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Our  Turkish,  Russian,  Roman  and  Electric 
Baths  have  the  latest  improvements. 

Our  “  Swedish  Movement  Cure  ”  depart¬ 
ment  possesses  the  best  features  of  that  admira¬ 
ble  system. 

Our  Gymnastic  training  includes  the  avail¬ 
able  parts  of  Dr.  Lewis’s  own  system  of  Light 
Gymnastics,  now  so  generally  adopted  in  Euro¬ 
pean  and  American  establishments. 

Saddle  Horses  contribute  their  services  to 
those  who  need  that  means  of  winning  back  lost 
tone. 

Readers  of  Dr.  Lewis’s  large  work,  “  Out'  Di¬ 
gestion ,”  will  recall  the  chapter  on  Dry  Rub¬ 
bing.  This  Massage  occupies  a  prominent  place 
in  the  Sanitarium. 
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Readers  of  Dr.  Lewis’s  books  will  need  no  as¬ 
surance  that  the  table  and  the  conditions  of  sleep 
receive  thoughtful  attention. 

Life  at  the  Sanitarium  is  as  bright  and  happy 
as  in  a  pleasant  home  during  the  holiday  season. 
The  days  are  full  of  pleasant  activities ;  the  even¬ 
ings,  of  social  amusements. 

Invalids  of  every  variety  are  invited.  Affec¬ 
tions  of  the  Head ,  Nerves ,  lungs ,  Stomach , 
Liver  and  Kidneys ,  are  treated  with  excellent  re¬ 
sults.  Female  weaknesses  are  happily  relieved. 

A  number  of  cases  of  rheumatism  of  long 
standing  have  been  treated  with  wonderful  re¬ 
sults. 

With  regard  to  our  success  in  the  treatment  of 
uterine  displacements,  and  other  female  diseases, 
a  private  circular  will  be  forwarded  on  applica¬ 
tion. 

Arlington  Heights  has  for  many  years  been 
growing  in  favor  as  a  health  resort.  At  no  point 
within  a  hundred  miles  of  Boston  have  so  many 
handsome  homes  been  erected  within  the  past 
few  years,  and  we  constantly  hear  reports  of 
restoration  from  a  cough,  an  asthma,  a  serious 
malady  of  the  liver  or  kidneys,  or  from  nervous 
or  general  debility.  The  most  surprising  cures 
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of  children,  apparently  in  the  last  stages  of  ex¬ 
haustion,  are  given.  For  twenty  years  the  con¬ 
viction  has  been  steadily  growing  among  the 
people  and  among  physicians,  that  these  Heights 
offer  a  natural  Sanitarium  for  winter  and 
summer. 

Within  one  horn’  of  the  penning  of  these  para¬ 
graphs,  the  writer  has  learned  the  facts  in  the 
case  of  a  well  known  gentleman,  who  for  years 
has  suffered  from  asthma  while  residing  in  Cam¬ 
bridge,  only  three  miles  from  Arlington  Heights. 
Last  year  he  removed  to  the  Heights,  and  has 
remained  ever  since  free  from  his  malady. 

The  people  in  this  neighborhood  have  clearer 
skins  and  brighter  eyes  than  are  found  westward, 
even  in  California,  and  this  comes  not  of  their 
superior  habits,  but  of  their  superior  climate. 

The  atmosphere  on  Arlington  Heights  is  re¬ 
markably  pure.  The  water  is  as  pure  as  the 
famous  Poland  water,  and  doubtless  accounts  in 
considerable  part  for  the  wonderful  cures. 

Readers  of  Boston  newspapers  have  noticed  in 
the  telegraphic  reports  of  the  weather,  both  dur¬ 
ing  the  cold  and  hot  season,  the  marked  differ¬ 
ence  between  the  temperature  in  the  neighbor¬ 
hood  of  Boston  and  that  in  the  same  latitude 
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westward.  The  contrast  between  Boston  and 
Utica,  or  Rochester,  for  instance,  is  often  more 
than  15  degrees  in  favor  of  this  coast.  And  why 
not?  Is  it  not  an  established  law  that  proximity 
to  an  oceanic  body  of  water  tempers  the  atmos¬ 
phere  at  all  seasons? 

In  Dr.  Lewis’s  work,  “  Weak  Lungs  and  how 
to  Make  them  Strong ,”  this  climate  question  is 
carefully  discussed.  It  is  there  shown  that  the 
climate  of  this  neighborhood  is  very  beneficial  to 
invalids.  This  is  especially  true  of  persons  from 
the  interior. 

Standing  on  Arlington  Heights,  Charles  Sum¬ 
ner  declared  that  he  had  visited  no  point  on 
either  continent  from  which  the  views  were  so 
“magnificent,  varied  and  beautiful.”  We  can 
see  and  study  the  city  of  Boston  and  all  its  sur¬ 
rounding  towns,  the  harbor,  with  its  many  beau¬ 
tiful  islands,  twenty  miles  of  incomparable  sea- 
coast,  the  hill  and  mountain  scenery  of  Eastern 
Massachusetts,  and  catch  glimpses  of  the  White 
Mountains. 

This  institution  is  the  crowning  work  of  Dr. 
Lewis’s  life.  To  its  management  he  proposes  to 
devote  the  afternoon  and  evening  of  his  profes¬ 
sional  career.  He  has  intended  the  establish- 
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ment  of  this  institution  ever  since  the  loss,  by 
fire,  in  1867,  of  his  large  Sanitarium  at  Lexing¬ 
ton.  To  this  smaller  and  more  perfect  institu¬ 
tion,  he  will  devote  his  energies. 

An  excellent  corps  of  trained  assistants  devote 
themselves  to  the  work  of  the  institution. 

Invalids  who  may  wish  to  know  more  of  Dr. 
Lewis’s  methods  of  treatment,  may  find  them 
discussed  in  his  works  upon  the  Lungs,  Stom¬ 
ach  &c. 

The  terms  depend  upon  the  room  or  rooms  oc¬ 
cupied,  and  the  amount  of  riding,  rubbing  move¬ 
ments,  baths,  and  othe  requ  ired  treatment.  But 
it  may  be  said  that  the  prices  range  from  $10  to 
$20  per  week,  with  no  extras.  Inquirers  may 
address — 

Dr.  Dio  Lewis, 

Arlington  Heights , 

Mass. 


Weak  Lungs. 

Weak  Lungs,  and  how  to  make  them  strong;  or,  Diseases  of  the 
Organs  of  the  Chest,  with  their  Home-Treatment  by  the  Mo*e- 
ment-Cure.  Profusely  Illustrated. 

By  DIO  LEWIS,  M.  D. 

1  vol.  12mo.  $1«50. 


Eastern  Book  Company,  .  .  .  Boston. 


A  careful  study  of  this  work,  with 
attention  to  its  suggestions,  we  firmlv 
believe  would  materially  diminish 
the  ravages  of  consumption  in  New 
England.— Hartford  Press . 

This  valuable  volume,  from  the 
pen,  and  embodying  the  experience, 
of  Dr.  Lewis,  is  full  of  most  impor¬ 
tant  suggestions  in  regard  to  health. 

Wherever  his  book  reaches  intelli¬ 
gent  men  and  women,  it  will  do  good, 
and  lessen  human  suffering.  —  New 
York  Commercial  Advertiser. 

But  few  Americans,  city  resident, 
can  read  this  book  without  receiv¬ 
ing  hints  of  importance.— iVew  York 
Evening  Post . 


Dr.  Lewis  has  given  serious  atten¬ 
tion  to  consumption.  This  work  is  t  lie 
outcome  of  a  long  and  varied  expe l  i¬ 
enee  in  the  treatment  of  that  malady. 
—  Salem  Gazette. 

Tl  compresses  within  less  than  four 
hundred  pages  more  practical  sense 
j  regarding  the  home  treatment  of  d*is- 
i  eases  of  the  organs  of  the  chest  than 
i  we  have  ever  before  seen  in  a  single 
’  volume.— Chicago  Tribune. 

God  speed  the  day  when  Dr.  Lewis's 
I  treatment  shall  supersede  cod-liver 
oil,  steaming  inhalations  and  tar  cor¬ 
dials.—  Rev.  J.  C.  Fletcher ,  in  Indian - 
»  apolis  Journal . 


Our  Gymnasium. 

The  New  Gymnastics  for  Men,  Women  and  Children.  With  three 
hundred  illustrations  New  edition,  revised  and  greatly  enlarged. 

By  DIO  LEWIS,  M.  D. 

1  vol.  12mo.  SI. 50. 


Eastern  Book  Company,  .  .  .  Boston. 


It  teaches  how  all  parts  of  the  body 
may  be  exercised  and  developed  by 
very  simple  forms  of  gymnastics, 
many  of  which  are  as  practicable  at 
home  as  in  a  building  appropriated 
for  the  purpose.  It  is  a  capital  book 
for  parents,  showing  them  how  to  1 
furnish  a  variety  of  amusements  for 
their  children  which  may  keep  them 
in  good  humor,  and  promote  their  » 
health.—  Watchman  and  Reflector. 

We  cannot  imagine  anything  more 
important  to  the  rising  generation  ! 
than  the  careful  study  of  this  volume.  ! 
It  is  written  witli  such  vivacity  of  I 
Style,  such  ardor  and  sincerity,  that,  i 


if  generally  perused,  its  lessons  can¬ 
not  fail  to  improve  the  physical  capa¬ 
bilities  of  our  men  and  women. 

It  is  the  clearest,  most  sensible, 
and  most  practical  effort  yret  made  to 
reduce  gymnastics  to  a  popular  and 
useful  form.— Phila.  Enquirer. 

This  book  treats  of  Physical  Edu¬ 
cation,  and  presents  a  system  far  in 
advance  of  any  one  heretofore  recom¬ 
mended.—  Taunton  Gazette. 

Dr.  Lewis's  condensed  and  pithy 
style  brings  to  the  mind  the  nervous 
accuracy  of  the  gymnasium  itsslf.  and 
is  as  refreshing  to  the  mind  as  one  of 
his  lessons  is  to  the  newly  invigorated 
body.— American  Presbyterian. 


Our  Digestion  ; 

OR 

MY  JOLLY  FRIEND’S  SECRET. 

By  DIO  LEWIS,  M.  D. 

12  mo.  407  pages.  82. 

Eastern  Book  Company,  Boston. 


From  Prof.  Moses  Coit  Tyler ,  to  tbe 
publisher. 

“With  friendliness,  wisdom  and  a 
catching  mirth.  Dr.  Lewis  preaches 
the  gospel  of  simple  living,  of  bodily 
activity,  of  repose,  of  a  clear  con¬ 
science,  and  a  merry  heart.  He  has 
struck  a  very  happy*  vein  of  author¬ 
ship,  investing  subjects  which  to 
many  are  dry  and  repulsive  with  the 
attractions  of  great  common-sense,  j 
racy  humor,  shrewd  glimpses  of  man-  i 
kind,  and  a  vivid  and  pithy  style  of  | 
expression.” 

From  President  Mark  Hopkins . 

“The  work  is  wholly  in  the  right 
direction.” 

From  Rev.  W.  II.  H.  Murray  to  Dr. 
Lewis. 

“I  think  you  are  doing  the  public  j 
great  service  by  your  publications  on  j 
hygiene.  I  thank  you  in  the  name  of  i 
thousands  who  will  be  benefited  by  1 
the  perusal.” 

From  Andrew  D.  White,  President  of 
Cornell  University. 

“Your  book  on  Digestion  seems  to 
me  admirable.  Your  shrewd  wav  of 
presenting  matters,  the  good  healthy 


common-sense  of  the  book  from  cov¬ 
er  to  cover,  its  many  valuable  facts, 
its  genial  way  of  picturing  follies, 
anti  its  cogent  way  of  rebuking  vices, 
make  the  book  an  armory  of  weapons 
effective  anti  easily  handled  in  the 
warfare  against  the  whole  body  of 

f)hysical  crimes  and  follies  which 
lave  oppressed  us.” 

From  Wm.  Lloyd  Garrison. 

“It  is  a  sententious,  racy,  common- 
sense  treatment  of  the  subject,  well 
seasoned  with  humor,  accompanied 
with  telling  illustrations,  and  calcula¬ 
ted  equally  to  please  and  instruct  the 
popular  mind.” 

From  Prof.  James  Ait  ken  Meiqs  of 
Jefferson  Medical  College ,  Piiila. 
“It  Is  well  calculated  to  impart  to 
the  public  many  important  hygienic 
truths.” 

From  Prof.  Hitchcock  of  Amherst  Col- 
lege. 

“I  am  much  interested  in  the  re¬ 
sults  of  Dr.  Lewis’s  extensive  experi¬ 
ence  in  connection  with  the  subject. 
He  has  stated 'many  ideas  which  will 
be  carefully  pondered  by  thinking 
people.” 


Chastity 

OR 


OUR  SECRET  SINS. 
By  DIO  LEWIS,  M.  D. 
12mo.  320  pages.  82. 


Eastern  Book  Company,  Boston. 


From.  Rev.  Henry  A.  Wales ,  Pastor  of 
the  Congregational  Church,  Leo¬ 
minster,  Mass. 

“The  thanks  of  all  good  men  and 
women  who  believe  that  God  made 
truth  to  circulate  as  coin  among  His 
children  on  the  earth  are  due  the 
widely-known  author. 

From  Prof.  Moses  Coit  Tyler  of  the 
University  of  Michigan . 

“I  have  examined  Chastity  care¬ 
fully.  I  find  in  it  the  evidence  of  the 
great  care  and  of  the  high  mood  in 
which  it  was  composed.  I  cannot 


doubt  that  so  frank  and  noble-minded 
a  discussion  of  topics  usually  con¬ 
signed  to  a  silence  that  is  at  once 
squeamish  and  criminal,  will  be  of 
immense  use  to  a  multitude  of  men 
and  women.” 

Many  hundred  warm-hearted  no¬ 
tices  of  this  volume  from  clergymen, 
physicians,  and  mothers  have  been 
received,  but  lack  of  space  forbids 
anything  farther  in  this  place.  The 
publisher  will  forward,  upon  applica¬ 
tion,  a  I  mg  list  of  enthusiastic  com¬ 
mendations. 


Our  Girls. 

By  DIO  LEWIS,  A.  M.,  M.  D. 

12mo.  Cloth,  91.50. 

Eastern  Book  Company,  Boston. 


The  hook  not  only  deserves  to  be  | 
read,  but  it  will  be  read.— N.  Y.  Even¬ 
ing  Post. 

We  wish  the  book  could  enter  thou¬ 
sands  of  our  homes.  —  N.  Y.  Indt- 
p  trident. 

This  really  important  book.—  Chris¬ 
tian  Union. 

Written  in  Dr.  Lewis’s  free  and  live¬ 
ly  style,  and  is  full  of  good  ideas,  the 
fruit  of  long  study  and  experience,  told 
in  a  sensible,  practical  way  .—Boston 
Post. 

Full  of  practical  and  very  sensible 
a<l  vice  to  young  women.— Episcopa¬ 
lian. 

Dr.  Lewis  is  well-known  as  an  acute 
observer,  a  man  of  great  practical  sa- 
gacity  in  sanitary  reform,  and  a  lively 
and  brilliant  writer  upon  medical  sub¬ 
jects.—  N.  Y.  Observer. 


We  like  it  exceedingly.— Christian 
Advocate. 

The  whole  tone  of  the  book  is  pure 
and  healthy.—  Albany  Express. 

Every  page  shows  him  to  be  in  ear¬ 
nest,  and  thoroughly  alive  to  the  sub¬ 
jects  he  discusses.  He  talks  like  one 
who  has  a  solemn  message  to  deliver. 
—Churchman. 

A  timely  and  most  desirable  book.— 
Springfield  Union. 

Full  of  spicy,  sharp  things  about  mat¬ 
ters  pertaining  to  health.  —  Lxb&'al 
Christian. 

The  author  writes  with  vigor  and 
point.—  Worcester  Spy. 

One  of  the  most  popular  of  modern 
writers  upon  health  and  the  means  of 
its  preservation.— Presbyteri an . 


Five  Minute  Chats 


WITH  YOUNG  WOMEN,  and  with  certain  other  parties. 
By  DIO  LEWIS,  A.  M.,  M.  D. 

12mo.  Cloth,  91.50. 


Eastern  Book  Company,  Boston. 


Perhaps  no  man  of  our  time  knows 
better  than  Dr.  Lewis  how  to  preach  to 
people  who  are  in  an  awful  hurry,  and 
in  his  “Five  Minute  Chats  with  Young 
Women, ”  published  bv  Harper 
Brothers,  he  practises  this  art  to  per¬ 
fection.  It  matters  not,  whether  you 
agree  with  him  or  not,  he  does  not  bore 
yoii.  lie  says  what  be  has  tovsav  pith¬ 
ily,  and  with  racy  vigor,  and  goes  on 
about  his  business.  He  is  the  prince  of 
button-hole  preachers.  —  The  Christian 
Union. 

The  literary  style  of  this  collection  of 
fugitive  pieces  is  Dio  Lewis’s— no¬ 
body’s  else’s  — peculiarly  his  own,  as 
Cariyle’s  style  of  composition  is  his 
own.”  It  is  i'ndenendent,  forcible,  fear¬ 
less,  <fcc.,  tfcc .—Christian  Advocate. 

There  is  the  same  impression  of 

tealtbipess,  downright  earnestness  and 


positiveness  made  by  his  books  that  he 
inspires  by  his  presence  and  vivacious 
address.— Zion's  Herald. 

Dio  Lewis  is  always  readable  even 
when  he  writes  nonsense,  which  is  a 
sort  of  sauce  to  the  really  good  advice 
which  he  gives  to  those  whom  he  espe¬ 
cially  addresses.— N.  0.  Daily  Pica¬ 
yune. 

We  are  glad  to  help  into  circulation 
another  book  from  that  apostle  of 
health.  Dr.  Dio  Lewis.  If  a  hundredth 
part  of  the  advice  here  givenwere  taken 
by  American  girls,  there  would  be  a 
visible  improvement  in  their  health 
within  a.  twelvemonth.— The  Congre - 
gationalist. 

Written  in  a  lively  and  attractive 
style,  exnosing  errors  without  fear  or 
favor.— Providence  Journal • 


THE’  PANGYMNASTIKON, 

OH 

HOME  GYMNASIUM. 


Pkof.  Sciireber’s  apparatus,  known  as  the  Pangymnas- 
tikon,  is  the  most  simple  and  effective  means  of  arm,  shoul¬ 
der  and  chest  development.  Its  distinguished  inventor 
begged  that  his  name  might  go  down  to  posterity  linked 
with  this  Home  Gymnasium. 

It  consists  of  two  eight-inch  iron  hand  rings  covered 
with  leather,  and  suspended  from  the  ceiling  by  sliding 
straps,  with  which  the  height  of  the  j^ngs  can  be  quickly 
changed.  Besides  this  there  are  two  saddle  stirrups,  sus¬ 
pended  from  the  hand-rings,  likewise  with  sliding  straps. 

This  apparatus  suspended  by  hooks  from  the  ceiling,  in 
a  parlor,  bed-room,  passage-hall  or  in  any  other  place 
where  the  ceiling  is  from  seven  to  eleven  feet  high,  and 
where  the  width  of  the  room  is  six  feet  or  more, — the  ap¬ 
paratus  suspended  in  such  a  place,  and  the  six  maps  with 
the  pictures  of  the  one  humhed  exercises  hung  upon  the 
walls,  and  you  are  ready  for  the  most  fascinating  and 
profitable  exercises  that  I  have  ever  seen.  The  appa¬ 
ratus  furnishes  the  largest  field  for  the  most  ambitious 
gymnast,  embracing  twenty  exercises  that  none  but  the 
most  muscular  can  accomplish;  while  Map  A.  and  Map  B. 
give  pictures  of  exercises  which  the  most  delicate  and  feeble 
woman  or  child  may  safely  attempt. 

Indeed,  this  piece  of  apparatus  seems  to  realize  the  ideal 
physical  training  for  private  houses.  Tt  can  be  put  up 
in  any  place  without  marring  the  walls,  as  a  pair  of  pretty 
rosettes  covers  the  possible  wound  in  the  plastering,  and 
then  after  the  hooks  are  placed,  the  apparatus  can  be  put 
up  and  taken  down  in  a  minute.  It  affords  the  most  com¬ 
plete  exercise  imaginable,  is  adapted  to  both  sexes  and 
to  every  age  and  degree  of  strength,  and  is  withal  more 
interesting  and  attractive  than  any  other  method  ever 
devised.  With  respect, 

Dio  Lewis. 


